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FOREWORD 


When one hears the word “ministry” it conjures up images in the mind of congregational gatherings, revivals 
or community help and activism. When I related to Rabbi Petersen that his short stories and poems are a great 
ministry as to witnessing and faith-sharing, he just smiled. This actually happened after I had read his first 
two short stories. He was smiling because he already knew this. Perhaps I was the only one with the pleasure 
and honor to read his unfinished work. 

The results of his efforts are; “God Tales, An Anthology. It’s a remarkable eBook that reflects the fictional 
account of stories, many from the Bible, from the perspective of those who were actively involved. There is also 
a section of poetry which also reflects our Judeo-Christian faith, as well as the last section which includes 
memories of the Rabbi’s life in his younger years and how he ties in those memories with our faith in God and 
in our Messiah Yeshua (Jesus our Messiah). 

It is our belief that Yeshua HaMashiach (Jesus the Christ) Son of the Living God, by the power of the Ruach 
HaKodesh (The Holy Spirit) intends for these stories to reach a certain number of people so that they might 
come to a greater understanding of God’s love for His people and salvation (Yeshuah) from their sins. 

For Rabbi Petersen and myself, I believe that it was a test of faith to complete this literary work. God will 
continually test our faith and reward our efforts abundantly. 

God made a promise to a certain old man who lived in the ancient land of Mesopotamia. That promise came 
true because of his faith. His descendants would rival the stars of Heaven. This account can be read in the first 
story; “Journey to Moriah”. 

In the story “Sarah”, one can get a glimpse into the spiritual realm to see how God is still redeeming us 
during these troubled days and times of unbelief, half-truths, and outright lies concerning our creator. These 
short stories are allegoric in character and true in spiritual significance. This is why I hold to my statement 
saying; “This is a great ministry!” 


MAURICE BARKSDALE 
Mediator/Arbitrator and 
Armed Forces Veteran’s Advocate 
Houston, Texas 


Page |3 


INTRODUCTION 


“God Tales, The Anthology” started out as “God Tales” books 1 and 2. This was started in 2014 with the 
first two stories; “Journey to Moriah” and “Goodman J”. The author continued adding more stories which he 
wrote down in a composition notebook. 

The ideas for the short stories came first as themes, then the characters appeared in the author’s mind 
followed by dialogs. One story idea; “La Macchia” (The stain) came to him as he was riding his bicycle in 
Memorial Park, the largest park in Houston, Texas. 

The author continued to add more short stories to his composition notebook which resulted in filling three 
notebooks in all. After that, he had some poetry ideas and then he looked back into his early childhood years. 
He writes about these events and how spiritual truths came out of them in “Reminiscence of Yesteryear.” The 
final part of this eBook consists of five photos from the author’s photography files. 

All four parts of this eBook point to aspects of the Judeo-Christian faith. This is the most important aspect 
of “God Tales, An Anthology” to point the reader to a personal relationship with the KING of kings and LORD 
of lords, to come into a personal relationship with Yeshua HaMashiach, (Jesus the Christ). 

The short stories illustrate both Biblical and non-Biblical characters in their quest to find meaning in life, 
their conflicts, struggles, and how they relate to God through their faith. 

The second part of this eBook is “Reminiscence of Yesteryear” which is a collection of stories from the 
author’s own life experiences as a child and a youth. These also reflect how the author relates these past 
experiences with his faith in God. 

The third part of this eBook is the poetry section. These are the author’s original poems which reflect the 
faith in sight of Biblical characters. The last four poems are from the author’s personal life experiences. These 
poems are written in both rhyme and prose. 

The final part consists of five photos from the author’s personal photography files and a short spiritual 
insight under each. 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


The author was born in New York City in February 1954. Because of tight financial circumstances, his 
biological parents gave him up for adoption a few days after his birth. He was adopted by the ‘Petersen’ family 
and given the birth name ‘James’. 

He lived with his parents in Elmhurst, in the neighborhood of Flushing until 1959 when the family moved 
to Chappaqua, in Westchester County. Many years later he found out that his biological family lived in the 
nearby neighborhood of Queens Village. 

In Chappaqua, the author attended Elementary school until 1966. During the summer of that year, his 
family moved to Yorktown Heights, N.Y. where the author attended Jr. High and High School. He graduated 
High School in June of 1972. 

In July of that same year, he enlisted in the U.S. Army and that became his life until 1984. It was during his 
tour of military service that he met a loving elderly couple; ‘Mom and Pop Woolston’ as they were lovingly 
called by all. Their mission was to visit Fort Lee, an army base in Petersburg, Virginia, and invited the army 
soldiers to church on Sundays. Mom and Pop were part of an outreach center named ‘Christian Serviceman 
Center for Christ’, sponsored by Grace Baptist Church. 

The author accepted the invitation to visit their church. The couple drove a vintage Volkswagen mini-bus 
that had room for about 9 soldiers, so it was very convenient to have that kind of transportation. After church 
services, the couple always brought the soldiers to the serviceman center for lunch and afterward, took them 
back to base. 

It was in 1973 that Grace Baptist Church had invited Evangelist Joe Boyd to preach a series of revival 
messages. It was during one of the evenings services that the author accepted Jesus as his LORD and Savior. 
The evangelist reminded the author of similar messages about being ‘born again’ by a high school student 
named Carl Capra, who was in his chemistry class in his junior year of high school. Carl had invited him over 
to his house for Bible studies on various occasions. This interested the author and was open to hearing further 
explanations of the scriptures. 

After leaving military service in 1984, the author enrolled at Liberty University in Lynchburg, Virginia 
where he majored in Modern Language and Linguistics, (ESL and Spanish). He also majored in Religion and 
Biblical Studies. It was at LU that he also took a course in Creative Writing and Poetry. This was the class 
that inspired him to be a creative writer and to write short stories and poems, yet this talent would not be 
developed until 2014. 

In 1997, the author visited a Messianic Jewish Congregation in Houston, Texas. He visited it mostly out of 
curiosity. He found himself very much attached to it as if he had always belonged there. He had never felt this 
kinship with other congregations in the past, so he sat down and spoke with the rabbi; Gus Elowitz. He shared 
with the rabbi his past, where he was born and grew up. Much to his surprise, Rabbi Elowitz was also from 
the same area of New York City. 

Rabbi Elowitz challenged him to investigate his original biological heritage since he was adopted. He told 
him; “You might be Jewish and you don’t know it”. It was then that the author contacted ‘Family Tree DNA’ 
and did the “Y” DNA and “MT” DNA tests to investigate his biological ancestry. Lo and behold, when the tests 
came back, he found out that he indeed had Jewish ancestry through his biological parents. 

His ancestral lineage was Ashkenazi from Germany, East Europe, and Russia. Other parts of his ancestry 
were from Turkey and Armenia. Later on, the author contacted a ‘Search Angel’ who searched out biological 
families of adoptees on a volunteer basis. These volunteers also work in conjunction with ‘Family Tree DNA’ 
Soon, the ‘Search Angel’ wrote the author telling him that his biological parents had been found! He found 
out that his father and mother were still alive (at that time) and were in their mid-90s. He also has an older 
brother and sister with whom he maintains contact. 

Inspired by his recent genealogical discovery and faith/cultural identity, he enrolled in ‘Shema Yisrael 
Messianic Jewish Theological Institute in Miami, Florida to further his understanding of the scriptures, but 
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this time, from a Hebraic perspective. He enrolled in 2000, and in 2005, he went to Miami, Florida to be 
ordained as Messianic Jewish Rabbi by the Institute president; Manuel Goffman. The Institute is recognized 
by the State of Florida and is part of ‘Tikkun Ministries International’. 

At present, the author is an associate rabbi at Beth Yeshua HaMashiach Messianic Congregation in Houston, 
Texas. He directs the Sephardic (Hispanic) ministry in the Spanish language on Friday evenings. He also 
teaches basic Hebrew and Torah on the Sabbath (Saturdays). He has also been part of prison ministry and 
volunteer military chaplaincy. 

In 2015, he served as a volunteer to support the IDF (Israel Defense Forces) in Israel for 6 weeks. This was 
done through the organization; ‘Volunteers for Israel’. He served for 3 weeks in Tel Aviv, and 3 weeks in 
Beersheba. 

The author’s philosophy and mindset concerning a person’s cultural, genealogical, and religious/faith 
identity is that it is something that should be respected by all. If one is to live the identity of a Messianic Jewish 
believer, that identity should be lived 24-7, not just on the Sabbaths and on the High Holy days. This identity 
should be inward as well as outward, but more importantly, ‘inward’ as in the words of Moses; “with a 
circumcised heart.” 

In his writing ministry, the author assumes the pen-name; ‘Jacob Ben Avraham’, since this name identifies 
with the Jewish people and with the author’s ancestry. ‘Jacob’ is ‘James’ in Hebrew, and ‘Ben Avraham’ 
simply means; “Son of Abraham” or someone who follows the faith of Abraham. Since all born-again believers 
follow Adonai in the faith, we can all be called “B’nei Abraham” or “sons (daughters too) or children of 
Abraham. 

At present, the author lives in Houston, Texas with his wife Judith. The couple has 6 grown children and 9 
grandchildren. His brother, Bruce, lives on Long Island, N.Y. and his sister, Christine, lives in Arizona. The 
author works as an ESL teacher (English as a second language) and also works with special needs high school 
students at FBISD (Fort Bend Independent School District). 

The author hopes to retire in a few more years and hopes to return one more time to Israel to serve again 
with the IDF as a volunteer. 
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Avid readers, of which I am one, are always on the lookout for new reading material. Someone who can tell 
a good story is continually in great demand. Rabbi Petersen is a very good storyteller. Whether he is re-telling 
a known story or bringing a new tale to the reader, he has the ability to involve the reader in the narrative. He 
has an artist’s skill in drawing word pictures which include the reader in the thought or action. These stories 
are definitely worth the time to read. 


Elinor Ann Vontz 
Editor and Executive Assistant 
Extraordinaire (owner) 
Houston, Texas 


Those who have not had the experience of reading or being taught so many well-known Bible stories, the 
embellishment of these gives a greater understanding to the same, such as “The Meeting at the Well”, “Journey 
to Moriah”, “The Fall”, “The Wild Man”, and “One Passover in Jerusalem”. 

The reading of; “In My Cousin’s House” brought the reminder to me to trust in Christ alone and not in 
fairy tales nor in traditions. 

The predicament faced in “The Rabbi’s Thanksgiving Invitation” had a delightful twist at the end showing 
the ability to put the needs and beliefs of others above our own by being secure in our faith that Jesus is LORD. 

We are all in need of a word fitly spoken like in “The Prophecy”, though it might not have any meaning at 
the time when recognized, our faith is strengthened in our loving Father. 

I pray that “Sarah” will not only bring hope to those who have experienced the trauma of abortion but also 
renewed acceptance and forgiveness in the heart of the church. 

I still do not understand ‘war’, and when reading “When the Guns were Silent” only deepened my resolve 
to love one another as Christ loved me and gave himself that I might live eternally with Him. 

“The Radio” brings to mind how quickly society is advancing towards greater knowledge, yet leaving behind 
the human interactions so needed to pass down the things that make us part of belonging to a family. 


James Godson 
Phoenix, Arizona 
Author/ Moderator of 

“Praize” Website 


“God Tales, An Anthology” is an inspiring collection of short stories that captivate your imagination. 
Beautifully written and insightful. Rabbi Petersen shares his stories in such an entertaining fashion that bring 
others to know God. 


Rosa Garcia 
Science Teacher 
Hightower High School 
Missouri City, Texas 
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“Goodman J” reminded me of some conversations I would have with unbelievers. They would actively 
encourage others to fall into the same common temptations that they themselves had fallen into. Temptations 
such as; unhealthy food and drink, drugs, gambling, the ambition of fame and fortune. Recognizing what 
forms they take today are basically no different to what Jesus faced in the wilderness when the Devil tried (and 
failed) to tempt him. 


Ms. Lanolin 
New Zealand 


I sincerely enjoyed reading these stories. They are extremely inspiring for anyone who desires a stronger 
walk with God. The content, including the purpose is strong. 


Ms. Goldie Crocket 
English Teacher, 
Hightower High School, 
. Missouri City, TX 
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JOURNEY TO MORIAH 


The old man slowly lifted the flap covering the entrance to his tent. He looked down at his wife who was fast 
asleep on the large ornate rug covering the sandy dirt floor. If only she knew what the true purpose of this trip 
was. She would die a thousand deaths. There would be no turning back. He had to obey, no questions asked. 
It was just a matter of obedience. He had his orders from above. He would obey no matter what. 

He walked outside into the early morning desert air. It was still cool and the ground moist from the night’s 
dew. Soon, the sun would rise over the eastern horizon and scorch the desert sand like a furnace. 

The old man had a small ram’s horn tucked under his cloth belt that was wound about his tunic. He took it 
out and blew a long blast that resonated across the desert sands. He observed the many tents that covered the 
encampment. From two tents, two of his servants emerged, ready for the three-day journey that was ahead. 
They began folding and securing the tenting, poles, ropes, and wooden pegs to the backs of two donkeys. 

Food was also secured for the trip. The servants packed dried fruit, dried lamb, goat meat, and skins of 
water. The old man personally bound sticks of wood to his donkey 
And placed the piece of iron and a flint stone in a pouch on the donkey’s saddle. All was ready, only now he had 
to get his son up. He went over to his son’s tent and slowly lifted the flap that covered the entrance. His son 
was still asleep on the rug, covered with some blankets woven from sheep’s wool. Perhaps, he hadn’t heard the 
ram’s horn. 

The father bent down and shook his son ever so softly. 

“Son, it’s time.” 

The son slowly opened his eyes and looked up at his father. 

“Alright father, Pll be ready in a few minutes,” said the son as he slowly pushed aside the woolen blankets 
and reached for his sandals. 

The father stepped out of his son’s tent and went over to the servants who were readying the asses and 
making sure that everything was tied and secure. The old man nodded his head in approval, seeing that 
everything was in order. He turned to look toward his son’s tent, seeing him emerging, rubbing the sleep from 
his eyes but still ready for the long, three-day trip from Beersheba to the land of Moriah. 

“Let’s go,” shouted the old man as he lifted his staff in the air. The four-man caravan started moving 
northward along a familiar trail which stood out among the desert sands. Here and there, small desert animals 
would scurry around; serpents, scorpions, and lizards, all searching the sands for their morning meals. 

Time passed slowly, as the caravan moved ever so slowly northward. The sun grew high into the clear, 
cloudless sky touching the travelers with its rays of intense heat. 

At midday, the group stopped for a rest. There was a small oasis where the thirsty donkeys drank their fill 
of fresh, cool water. The group sat down and ate some dried fruit and a few strips of dried goat meat. The old 
man, however, did not eat. He wandered off from the group and just stood with eyes glued to the horizon in 
the east. He stood there deep in thought when he felt a hand on his arm. 

“Father, will we continue our journey?” 

“Now,” replied the father, “we leave now.” 

Father and son returned to the two servants who were already waiting by the donkeys. The servants were 
wondering about the full purpose of this trip, as the old man did not give a detailed explanation. They were just 
to be ready to make a three-day trip to the land of Moriah. 

The old man gave the word, and the group of four moved out, continuing along the dry, dusty road 
northward to Moriah. The sun traveled across the clear, blue sky, its heat scorching the travelers with its 
intensity. The desert wind swirled columns of dust around and around them as they continued their trip north. 

At the end of the first day, the old man gave the order to set up camp. The servants untied the tent poles 
with the ropes and the tenting cloth from the backs of the weary donkeys. As soon as the camp was set up, the 
servants, the old man, and his son sat down around a small fire and talked about the events of the day. Bread 
was broken and passed around along with strips of dried goats meat warmed over the fire. There was also a 
small sack filled with dried dates and figs. 
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The sun went down over the western horizon, the servants and the old man’s son went into their tents for 
the night. Only the old man continued to sit by the fire. After a while, he got up. With staff in hand, he walked 
away from the camp until the campfire was just a glowing speck in the distance. 

He sat down on a large rock and stared into the star-filled night sky toward the east. He sat there thinking 
of God’s promise, the promise of a nation, a nation descending from his seed. But how would that be possible 
now? His thoughts turned to the past, a past of bitter memories. He remembered the once populous city of 
Sodom which lay toward the south of the great sea of the east. It was a sea which once teemed with life, but 
now, void of all living creatures. 

God had brought judgment to Sodom and Gomorra for their wickedness and vile sin. The LORD rained 
down fire and brimstone so much that, save for his nephew Lot and his daughters, not so much as one soul 
escaped the inferno. Now Sodom and Gomorra are no more. Their inhabitants as well as the sea near it, dead. 
The once living sea became a sea of salt. A sea which witnessed the wickedness of its vile neighbors, the children 
of sin who perished under the weight of the fire of God, to arise no more. 

The old man continued to stare into the east, his head filled with those memories. He lifted his head up to 
gaze into the starry sky. His eyes followed a star as it streaked across the heavens. His thoughts again returned 
to the promise, a promise made to him so many years ago. Somehow, it would come to past. A nation would 
come from his son. 

Suddenly, the old man heard footsteps. He looked toward the encampment to see a figure walking toward 
him in the light of the moon. The moonlight revealed the figure of his son. 

“You can’t sleep father?” asked the son as he walked up beside the old man. 

“No,” said the old man as he embraced his son, “I have a lot on my mind,” looking again towards the east. 

“Youw’re thinking of Sodom, aren’t you?” said the son, also turning to look towards the east. 

“Yes son,” replied the old man. “The LORD is not willing that anyone should perish, but because of the 
extreme wickedness of the people of Sodom and Gomorra, their destruction was imminent”. 

“Were the little children and babies of Sodom and Gomorra wicked too father?” asked the son looking 
deeply into his father’s eyes. 

The old man thought for a while, gazing again toward the east. His son asked an interesting question which 
needed to be answered with wisdom. He turned again to face his son. 

“What would have been better son?” asked the father, “that innocent children grow up to be wicked and 
vile sinners, to be destroyed and forever be separated from the presence of God? Or that the LORD would take 
the innocent children to be with him and so avoid becoming vile and wicked sinners, and thus being destroyed 
forever and separated from his holy presence?” 

The old man’s son thought for a while. His father’s wisdom made sense. “I understand father” replied the 
son, slowly nodding his head. The two continued to stare off into the eastern sky, their thought now like-minded. 
Above them, the twinkling stars slowly moved across the night sky, reminders of the promise made years ago. 
Both father and son were very much part of that promise. 

“let’s go back to our tents son,” said the old man, turning again toward the small encampment, “the night 
is still young”. Walking side by side, both the old man and his son walked back to their encampment for a good 
night’s rest. 

By mid-morning, the small caravan was on its way again heading north to Moriah. The group trudged on, 
stopping to rest at midday when the strong desert sun was directly overhead. The midday sun was fierce, 
bearing down with all of its intense heat. The group refilled the water skins with fresh, cool water from an 
oasis. The beasts also had their rest, drinking the cool, refreshing water from the oasis together with the grain 
that the servants had brought for them. 

After the rest stop, the small caravan continued on the journey. Little by little, they made their way toward 
the land of Moriah, it wouldn’t be long now. As the sunset at the end of the second day, the group pitched their 
tents. As the evening before, the old man wandered off a distance to pray and meditate on the strange task 
before him. Could he dare deny God anything? 

The old man’s son looked across the desert from the entrance of his tent. He saw the outline of his father in 
the light of the moon. This night, he did not join him. He had the feeling that his father wanted to be alone 
with his thoughts. 

On the third day Abraham lifted up his eyes and saw the place afar off (Gen 22:4) He turned to watch his 
two servants who were following close behind him. As they got closer, he lifted up his hand for them to stop. 
There was a shallow well beside the road. Abraham pointed to the well. The servants went over to refresh 
themselves and their beasts also. 
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Abraham proceeded to untie the bundle of firewood from the back of his donkey. He also took out the iron 
and flint to start the fire. He then walked over to where his two servants were watering their donkeys. He 
walked slowly, pondering his mission. A test, could it indeed be another test of his faith? 

“Stay here with the donkey,” Abraham said to his young men, “the lad and I will go yonder and worship, 
and we will come back to you” (Gen 22:5) Abraham thought about the words which just proceeded from his 
mouth. WE will come back to you? Indeed WE? 

So, Abraham took the wood of the burnt offering and laid it on Isaac his son, and he took the fire in his 
hand, and the knife and the two of them went together. (Gen 22:6) 

Slowly, both father and son ascended the small mountain called Moriah. Abraham led the way and his son 
Isaac followed close behind. When they neared the top of Moriah, Isaac looked around. He had a puzzling 
look on his face as if something were missing. He finally revealed his thoughts to Abraham his father. 

“My father!” 

“Here I am my son.” 

“Look, the fire and the wood, but where is the lamb for the burnt offering?” (Gen 22:7) 

Abraham looked at his son, his eyes filled with love and compassion. He loved his boy but he also loved God. 
Could he dare deny the creator of life, a life that he himself created? 

“My son, God will provide for himself the lamb for a burnt offering,” replied Abraham with all of his heart. 

So, the two of them went together. Then they came to the place of which God had told them. And Abraham 
built an altar there and placed the wood in order and he bound Isaac his son and laid him on the altar, upon 
the wood. (Gen 22:8, 9) 

Isaac looked up at his father with tears in his eyes. He could hardly believe what was happening. The lamb 
for the sacrifice, the lamb, he, Isaac, would be the lamb. A human lamb? How could such a sacrifice be? 

“Father,” said Isaac quietly, “how can the God of the universe, of all creation, the creator of all that is good 
want a human sacrifice? Does he not detest such practices?” 

Abraham, with tears in his eyes, looked down at his son who was bound with rope, laying on the wood. What 
words could he say to his son, the chosen son of the covenant? 

“Yes, my son,” said Abraham, his voice cracking, “God does indeed detest such practices, but still, I must 
trust him in all things.” 

“Ts there nothing you can refuse him, father?” 

“Nothing!” replied Abraham with tears flowing from his eyes. 

“Go ahead then father,” replied Isaac, “I am ready to be the sacrifice he demands of you.” Abraham slowly 
nodded. 

“T love you son.” 

“T love you too father,” replied Isaac. 

And Abraham stretched out his hand and took the knife to slay his son. But the Angel of the LORD called 
to him from heaven and said; 

“Abraham, Abraham!” 

“Here I am,” replied Abraham. 

“Do not lay your hand on the lad, or do anything to him; for now, I know that you fear God since you have 
not withheld your son, your only son, from me.” (Gen 22:11-12) 

“Thank you, LORD,” whispered Abraham, “Thank you.” 

Isaac opened his eyes and looked up at his father. Both were smiling now. Both had passed the test. A test 
of obedience, a test of faith, a test of courage. 

“All is good now son,” said Abraham, “God did not really intend for you to be the sacrifice” 

Abraham sat Isaac upon the wood. He then cut the ropes that bound Isaac hands and feet. As Isaac got 
down from the stone altar, he looked at something moving in some bushes behind his father. 

“Father, look behind you, there’s something moving.” 

Then Abraham lifted his eyes and looked and there behind him was a ram caught in a thicket by its horns. 
So, Abraham went and took the ram and offered it up for a burnt offering instead of his son. (Gen 22:13) 

Father and son stood there by the altar of stone. The body of the perfect ram was bloodied and bursting 
with bright, orange flames. Soon it was just a charred skeleton completely consumed by the flames. 

“This was a lesson about faith my son,” said Abraham as he held his son by his side. 

“God had intended all along that this ram be the sacrifice that would take your place on the pile of wood. He 
wanted to see if I was willing to offer you up my son” 

“Would you.... would you have brought the knife down upon me father... really?” asked Isaac, looking up 
deep into his father’s eyes. 
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“Yes, son,” replied Abraham, “I would have, and the LORD knowest all thoughts and all deeds even 
beforehand. Thus, he prepared the ram for the burnt offering. Can you understand that my son?” 

“Yes, father,” replied Isaac, meditating on what his father had just said, “I think so.” 

“Now,” said Abraham, “Let’s go back down and return home. I believe your mother is awaiting our return.” 

As father and son started back down the mountain, Isaac looked back one more time at the altar and the 
ram, which was now only a small pile of smoldering ashes. 

“Only the future will reveal the true meaning of this lesson today son,” said Abraham embracing his son 
Isaac. 

And Abraham called the name of the place, The LORD-will-provide, as it is said to this day. In the mount 
of the LORD, it shall be provided. (Gen 22:14) 

As father and son stood there that day upon the summit of the LORD’s mountain, they heard the voice of 
the Angel of God calling out a second time from heaven saying: 

“By myself I have sworn, says the LORD because you have done this thing and have not withheld your son, 
your only son; blessing I will bless you, and multiplying I will multiply your descendants as the stars of the 
heavens and as the sand which is on the seashore, and your descendants shall possess the gate of your enemies. 
In your seed, all the nations of the earth shall be blessed because you have obeyed my voice.” (Gen 22:15-18) 

Father and son smiled at each other. “Blessed be the LORD,” said Abraham lifting up his hands toward 
heaven. “Blessed be his Holy Name” replied Isaac also lifting up his hands toward heaven. 

So, Abraham and Isaac returned to the servants who were awaiting them at the foot of the Mount of God 
and went together to Beersheba, and Abraham dwelt at Beersheba. (Gen 22:19) 
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GOODMAN “J” 


The evening was slowly making its appearance in the western sky. A few stars were already visible. A brisk 
autumn breeze was blowing, moving tree limbs back and forth, with brown, yellow, and red leaves falling gently 
to the ground. 

The afternoon Sunday service was now ended at the Whitewood meetinghouse. The congregation members 
were slowly making their way back to their humble homes. One by one, families all left the meeting house. 
Husbands with wives and children, single folk, all had received a good lesson from the Good Book today. Indeed, 
the Reverend Williams had preached long and well over the plan of salvation, the joys of heaven, and the 
horrors of hellfire. Unrepentant sinners would have to answer to their indifference, and the saintly folks would 
have happiness and bliss to look forward too. 

Goodman “J” left the meeting house with the others while walking towards the well-trodden forest path that 
would lead him back to his humble house on the edge of Whitewood Township. “Yes,” he thought, “the 
Reverend Williams had indeed outdone himself today. A few people had stepped forward to repent of their 
sins and worldly ways, receiving a clear message from God’s holy writ.” 

These were days of tension, of confusion and bitterness climaxed by mass superstition. Judges and 
magistrates were lead on by a group of young, hysteric girls. It was only two weeks ago in Salem town that 19 
innocent townsfolk were condemned as witches by the honorable judges Danforth and Hawthorne, questioning 
the title “honorable”. 

This group of restless young girls had been in the presence of Tituba, a negro servant woman, who perhaps 
being the only real witch had instigated wild and unruly thoughts in their minds. What could be worse than 
this group of wild girls lead on by the spirit of Beelzebub? 

“Yes,” thought Goodman J, “the devil was indeed loose in Salem and in the gullible minds of persons 
everywhere who were not grounded on the solid Rock of God’s Holy Writ”. It was sad to think that educated 
magistrates would fall prey to the whims of those girls. That resulted in the innocent hanging at the end of a 
hangman’s noose. Hopefully, the Rev. Hale would clear things up in Boston, bring the wrongdoing into the 
light of justice. 

Goodman “J” continued to walk the forest path that would eventually lead to his humble home. He had 
often heard tales from the townsfolk about the forest being enchanted, wolves and other beasts howling at night. 
Even a bear or two pouncing on an unwary passerby, a disgruntled Wampanoag lurking behind a tree with a 
scalp in one hand and a bloodied tomahawk in the other. Goodman “J” however, paid no attention to the 
townsfolk tales. He had only encountered peace and tranquility during his many walks through the forest, 
going to and from the meetinghouse. He enjoyed watching and listening to the forest birds such as the crows, 
grackles, robins, jays, and cardinals. He would oftentimes leave behind breadcrumbs and crushed corn. The 
squirrels and chipmunks would often follow him, expecting a morsel or two. 

Goodman “J” was also popular with the town’s children. He would often sit under a tree and the children 
would gather around. He would then tell these precious little souls stories from the Holy Writ, from the Old 
Testament and the New. He would also explain the Psalms and Proverbs giving vivid illustrations. Sometimes, 
he would take them on the same forest path and tell them about the animals of the woods, the plants and trees, 
and how the rains fell and made them grow. “All good things come from above” he often said, opening his arms 
and stretching them up toward the heavens. 

As he walked along this late afternoon, the shadows grew longer as the evening slowly approached. About 
midway along the path, another path joined up bringing the two paths into one. One ran alongside Whitewood, 
the other leading to Salem. While Goodman “J” approached the spot where the two paths joined, he saw 
another figure walking on the other path. Soon, they were walking side by side. The other person was a man, 
clothed in the typical dark, the Puritan manner of dress. He also carried a walking staff that sported a skull 
carving on the handle. 

This strange figure seemed to blend in with the shadows of the forest, and a cold, icy wind seemed to kick 
up around him. The two walked side by side for a few minutes in silence. At last, Goodman “J” broke the 
silence. “The minister preached a good sermon today, wouldn’t you say? Many hearts and souls were affected, 
to say the least”. 

“The minister is but a liar and a hypocrite, the town’s folk as well, the devil take them all,” replied the 
stranger with a scowl. 

“Callest thou the Holy Writ of the Almighty a lie?” responded Goodman. “For out of His holy book canst 
only proceed words of truth.” 
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The stranger looked at Goodman, the evening shadows falling across the wrinkles of his brow. “And what is 
truth?” he responded with a sneer. 

“Ah,” replied Goodman, “thou recallest the words of Pontius Pilate spoken so many eons ago. 

“Ay,” replied the stranger, “and it seemeth like only yesteryear that he thus gave the order to hold fast the 
Son of Man to the tree.” 

“Thou knowest,” replied Goodman, his voice calm and serene. “And knowest thou also that the Son of Man 
did indeed arise from the dead according to Holy Writ.” 

The stranger said nothing, but a heavy frown formed across his face, and the icy wind increased around 
him. The two continued to walk along the path together. Finally, the stranger spoke again, 

“For sure the stones would have been better as bread.” 

“Yes,” replied Goodman, “but only if thou canst value more the bread from the earth than the bread of life 
from above. That is the bread which givest real life unto man”. 

The stranger continued to frown as the gust of icy wind increasing even more, now accompanied by a scent 
of something burning. 

“Had the Son of Man jumped from the roof of the temple, for sure the holy angels would have prevented 
Him from striking the ground, and thus, many would have seen and believed.” The stranger’s eyes were now 
glued to Goodman’s face. Throughout all of this Goodman remaining calm, not saying a word but continued 
to walk along the forest path with the stranger. 

Finally, Goodman spoke again, “Blessed art those who do not see, and yet believe”. 

The stranger seemed more irritated now, the icy wind blowing up leaves and dust around him. 

“Imagine the fame, power, and glory bestoweth upon the Son of Man, ruling over all the towns and cities of 
the colonies of America, and he needeth only to render a little homage to the Son of perdition.” 

“Indeed,” replied Goodman, “the whole world is of the Son of Man, but only in the Father’s perfect timing”. 

“But to do a little homage...” began the stranger. 

“ENOUGH!” rebuked Goodman “J” looking straight into the eyes of the stranger, “Thou art an offense unto 
me. Depart from here father of lies,” he commanded. “Unto thy own way, and returneth not unto Salem nor set 
thy foot in Whitewood. Now go, for thou knowest thy time is limited.” 

The two stood on the path facing each other. The stranger was now trembling with rage as he looked into 
the piercing eyes of Goodman “J” ... eyes which spoke with command and authority. Finally, the stranger 
turned, and with a gust of icy wind and a scent of burning sulfur, left the trodden path and disappeared into 
the forest. 

Goodman “J” continued on his way along the familiar path. The evening had settled in and the forest was 
now alive with the sounds of crickets and an occasional hoot of an owl. The moon was still low in the evening 
sky when Goodman “J” arrived at his humble dwelling. 

It was a small log home with a thatched roof. There was a small kitchen near the hearth, a small bedroom 
with a bed, table, and chairs. Outside, next to the house was a small carpenter’s shed with a few simple 
woodworking tools. There were some planks of wood leaning against the shed, and a few projects that he was 
working on for some customers in Whitewood. Not far from the shed there was a “water well” with a bucket 
and rope. 

The long walk back to his house made Goodman thirsty. He was happy to be home, ready for a good night’s 
rest. But sadness was upon the spirit of Goodman “J” to think that there were so many people still given over 
to malice and deceit and that they would follow the way of darkness instead of the light, following superstition 
instead of the truth. 

If only they would listen to the voice of God, through his chosen ministers and his Holy Writ, and thus, 
rightfully dividing the Word of Truth. In the humble heart of Goodman “J”, he knew that in the future, more 
and more folks would come to know the truth, and to believe in him who spoke the truth. 

“Yes,” thought Goodman “J” as he stretched forth his hands to pull up a bucket of fresh, cool water, “the 
truth will for sure set people free.” And he cupped his hands to drink from the water, with the light of the moon 
shining upon the nail scars in his wrists. 


END NOTE: The author received inspiration for this story after reading Nathaniel Hawthorne’s short story 
“Young Goodman Brown”, in which the theme and some characters are similar. Nathaniel Hawthorne’s 
ancestor “Judge Hawthorne” was one of the judges who presided over the Salem Witch trials in 1692. One of 
the author’s ancestors, Richard Ellis, also lived near Salem during that time period. 
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Giles Corey being “Pressed” during the Salem Witch Trials, 1692 
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ONE PASSOVER IN JERUSALEM 


I will tell about these events, how they happened as I best recall, so many years ago, although they 
seemed like they happened just yesterday. 

I am a merchant, as my father was before me, as my father’s father was. Buying and selling have been 
our trade for hundreds of years, every year following the same trade routes from my home port, to 
Alexandria. There I buy Egyptian cotton, flax, some turquoise, Lapis, and amethyst stones to make into 
necklaces and rings. These would sell very well in Rome and in Athens among the wealthy Romans and 
Greeks. They would pay many denarii and drachma for these wares. 

From Alexandria, I’d go to Joppa and begin my journey to Jerusalem, stopping to rest in Emmaus for 
the night. Jerusalem was very busy around the time of Sukkot and Passover, with people being in a festive 
mood. They would spend their money on small luxuries. 

I would pick up a few more things to sell or trade in Judea and go north to Caesarea. From there, I 
would board a ship to Athens, then Rome, and afterward, back home to my family. 

Iam nota rich man mind you, but I am not poor either. I give thanks to God that I am a good provider 
and my family does not starve by any means. We try to follow the mitzvoth of the Torah and always attend 
our synagogue on the Sabbaths. 

This year started off as the last. It was during the reign of Tiberius Caesar when the iron hand of Rome 
held its grip on Judea. I paid my passage on the merchant ship and when we were filled with fellow 
merchants and their wares, we cast off the anchor and headed toward Alexandria, the first stop. 

To pass the day, I listened to sailors’ talk which consisted of stories about high winds and rough seas, 
when Poseidon stirred up the sea bottom, and giant waves crushed ships against the pillars of Hercules. As 
a Jew, I do not believe in these pagan gods, but only in Adonai, who first spoke to father Abraham a few 
thousand years ago. 

On this trip, however, the talk was interesting since in concerned a certain Judean carpenter who 
taught Torah in the synagogues. He also had a special power to heal all those afflicted with illnesses. This 
was one person who I’d love to meet, as I had hurt my shoulder once in performing a mitzvah. I helped a 
man pull a cart from a ditch, but the cart was very heavy on my shoulder. Perhaps this man could heal it. 
Perhaps he would also buy some Egyptian cotton too. No telling if this man would be in Jerusalem at this 
Passover time. 

We made port in Alexandria in good time. I bought some merchandise and the next day, we set sail to 
Joppa. We had fair winds and calm seas during our short voyage. We disembarked at Joppa and I 
proceeded to unload my merchandise. As usual, I rented a donkey and a cart to transport my merchandise 
during the two-day trip to Jerusalem. 

By the end of the first day, I reached Emmaus. There I spent the night at an inn. There I heard more 
talk about this carpenter, whose name was Yeshua. He used to build furniture, farm equipment, and mend 
wheels. But now, he traveled visiting different synagogues and taught from the Torah and from the 
prophets. 

This was all very interesting to me, but what amazed me the most was the talk that he healed all the 
sick that came unto him, he had even given sight to the blind and made crippled men walk, even, might I 
dare to say, even given life to dead men. 

I also heard it say that he had some followers, twelve, men from all walks of life. They just gave up 
everything to follow him. I went to sleep that night thinking of all these things, wondering how much truth 
there was in it all. 

The next day, I started off again toward the city of Jerusalem. The city of the prophets. As usual, I 
expected great crowds of Passover observers. I reached the city late in the afternoon. I found the inn where 
I usually stayed, secured my merchandise with the innkeeper, who also provided feed for the donkey. I sat 
down for a meal of some bread, grapes, a bit of roasted lamb with lentils and wine. Afterward, I sold a few 
articles near the inn and settled down for a night’s rest. 

The next morning, I awoke to much excitement seeing people running to and fro. I asked the innkeeper 
about the excitement, and he told me that last night a trial had taken place in the middle of the night. The 
high priest Caiaphas had tried a man for blasphemy and that there were three other criminals to be 
executed by crucifixion by order of the Roman governor, Pontius Pilate. 
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I had never seen a crucifixion, but it was said to be a horrible death, a slow death that only the Romans 
could come up with. Beheading was more merciful, reserved only for Roman citizens but not for Judeans. 

I went outside to see a crowd running toward the governor’s palace. Out of curiosity, I followed along. 
The crowd was very thick with all kinds of people, both Judeans and foreigners alike. Little by little, the 
crowd pushed more towards a narrow road. There were mixed emotions in that noisy crowd. Some were 
shouting curses, others were wailing and beating their breasts and crying for mercy, but mercy for who? 
For criminals? 

I was finally pushed by the crowd to the edge of this narrow road, which lead outside one of the gates 
of the city. Soon, I managed to see some movement on the road. There were some Roman soldiers marching 
behind a mounted centurion. Afterward, came two prisoners each carrying a roughly hewn cross-beam 
across their shoulders. 

The prisoner which got my attention was behind the other two. He was being whipped by two burly 
roman soldiers, each brandishing a short whip made of ropes. It was obvious to me that this man had 
already been beaten, very much so. As this gruesome parade of misery and human suffering moved more 
and more toward the city gate, I managed to have a better look at the third prisoner. I learned later that 
the fourth prisoner had been set free in honor of the festival of Passover. 

The third man was about 20 cubits from me when I noticed that beside me was an old man with a long 
white beard. He was sobbing greatly and praying for mercy for this third man. He looked up at me with 
tears in his eyes, and then he spoke these words to me; 

“It was all foretold by the prophets of old, my son, by Isaiah, and by Daniel that the Son of David would 
be afflicted and carry the burden of our sins. He would also be born in the town of Bethlehem as foretold 
by the prophet Micah.” 

“Who is he? I asked. 

“His name is Yeshua,” the old man replied, “raised in Nazareth who worked as a carpenter, who came 
to fulfill the Torah and the Prophets. I heard him teach at the Mt. of Olives, I was there that day, and he 
also taught at my synagogue. He is full of the Spirit of Adonai my son. He is a righteous man indeed.” 

“But why,” I asked, “do they want to crucify him, why?” The old man did not get a chance to answer 
my question, for suddenly, there stood in front of me, a tall, rough-looking Roman soldier. 

“You!” he barked, as he stepped nearer pointing his menacing finger directly at me, “carry that man’s 
cross,” pointing directly to Yeshua, “he’s too weak to carry it any longer.!” 

I felt uncomfortable with the soldier’s request, in fact, a little angry. “Why should I, a free man, carry 
the cross of a condemned man?” I protested. The soldier stepped nearer to me, his hand on the hilt of his 
sword. 

All of a sudden, I felt a hand on my arm. It was the old man. He looked up into my eyes which were 
still full of tears. “My son,” he pleaded, “do not despise such an honor. You have been chosen by God to 
carry the burden of the Son of Man, as he is carrying yours and the sins of the whole world.” 

I did not understand the complete meaning of his words until now. The Roman soldier looked at the 
old man, and then to me, 

“You'd better take the old man’s advice if you know what is good for you!” he growled as he continued 
to glare at me, his hand still on the hilt of his sword. 

I looked at Yeshua, who was now on his knees, with the heavy cross beam tied across his shoulders. 
Sweat and blood were pouring from his face. There was a large circle of thorns embedded on his head, 
buried deeply in his scalp. Blood was matted in his hair. 

When I saw him, my heart was filled with compassion. Never had I seen a human being so mutilated, 
in the midst of so much suffering and hate. I took a few steps toward Yeshua. The Roman soldier then 
gave an order and another soldier took his sword and cut the ropes that tied Yeshua’s arms to the cross 
beam. But even free of the ropes, Yeshua continued to hold the cross beam as if it were a part of his being. 
Little did I know that it would be so true. 

I was now beside this man Yeshua. What I saw horrified me. Pieces of flesh were hanging from all 
parts of his body. His eyes were swollen and chunks of his beard had been torn out. There were pieces of 
sharp metal and bone embedded in his back and legs. His body was broken and bloody, a mass of human 
carnage, a victim of hate and wrath. Whatever did this man do to deserve such a punishment I asked 
myself? Didn’t the old man say that he was a righteous man? 

I bent down to help him pick up the crossbeam. Then he looked at me with a look I’ll never forget. 
Under his swollen eyelids came a look of peacefulness and love, together with the physical weariness and 
pain. I spoke only these words to him; 
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“Yeshua, I have been ordered to assist you, and I will do so to ease your suffering.” 

He slowly nodded his head as I put my head under one side of the crossbeam. With my arms over the 
top, together, we both pushed up with our knees. The crossbeam felt heavy against my shoulder. All of a 
sudden, the pain hit me again. I remembered so many years ago when I was helping a fellow merchant to 
lift a cart. I had hurt my shoulder and I had been in so much pain ever since. Lifting things would bring 
on this pain. Yeshua seemed to have sensed that I was in pain. I looked at his peaceful face and said; 

“It’s the pain, I hurt my shoulder many years ago.” 

Then Yeshua did something that to my dying day I’ll never forget. He stretched forth his hand and ever 
so gently, touched mine squeezing it softly. Suddenly, strength and power surged through my arms, back, 
neck and entire body. The pain in my shoulder vanished. I lifted up the crossbeam without any pain 
whatsoever. 

I looked at Yeshua amazed. This man, Yeshua, had healed me. This Yeshua was more than just a man. 
Could he really be the Messiah of Israel that the prophets spoke of? Together, we walked slowly down the 
street, the other two criminals were ahead of us. The crowd was full of mixed emotions. Some shouting 
and cursing, others weeping and beating their breasts, pleading for mercy. We went through one of the 
city’s gates. We followed the road out of the city, towards a hill that resembled a skull. 

Some of the crowd began to disperse, others followed our gruesome procession up the hill. Up and up 
the hill we went. The crowd was now sparse, with now only a few men and women. Some of the religious 
leaders were following behind. The Roman soldiers were also there, barking orders one to another. I 
looked up into the sky. In a few hours, the Passover lambs would be slaughtered. 

This time, instead stead of being a joyous occasion, it would be a Passover of sadness, of grief, of a 
righteous man being condemned to death. It just didn’t make any sense to me. All I knew was that I was 
there to help this man named Yeshua, and to help him bear this cross that he would soon embrace to meet 
the arms of death. 

We finally reached the top of the hill. A Roman soldier directed us to a spot in front of a long pole, 
which would be the center beam for the piece we were carrying. He ordered me to drop it. I let go and the 
piece fell to the ground and Yeshua falling right next to it. 

The Roman soldier then pushed me away and proceeded to lift the cross beam and nail it to the center 
pole using four long iron nails. What followed would be something I’d never forget, the image still etched 
into my memory. It was an image of Intense suffering, pain, cruelty, and just plain madness. Two Roman 
soldiers grabbed Yeshua by his arms and dragged him over to the cross. They then threw him down 
between the two crossed pieces of roughly hewn wood. They then proceeded to stretch out his arms across 
the crossbeam. 

One of the soldiers held Yeshua’s arm to the crossbeam as the other grabbed a mallet and a thick, long, 
spike nail. The nail seemed to be a handspan in length and as thick as a middle finger. He then placed the 
nail on Yeshua’s wrist and proceeded to bring the mallet down on the nail. 

The nail penetrated flesh and muscle quickly and held fast to the roughly hewn wood. Blood poured 
out of the wounds and dripped onto the ground. But what amazed me more were the words that proceeded 
from Yeshua’s lips; 

“Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.” 

One would expect curses and not words of forgiveness to proceed from the mouth of a condemned man, 
but Yeshua was not just an ordinary man. Id like to think that what the old man told me was true, he 
indeed was the Messiah that all Israel hoped would come, to free this nation from this wretched Roman 
rule. 

But then, if he is the Messiah, then why allow all this to happen? He could have prevented it. Was there 
something I didn’t understand? A detail overlooked? A word of prophecy that the Torah teachers failed to 
mention? 

I watched now as the Roman soldiers took hold of the cross, pushing and pulling it upright, and then 
dropped it into a hole in the ground. I gazed once more at this Yeshua who was now suspended between 
heaven and earth, by two nails through his wrists and feet held fast to a block of wood. 

This Roman cross of suffering and affliction now stood erect with the beaten and bloodied body of 
Yeshua, who spoke not a curse, but words of forgiveness. Could he indeed be this long hoped for Messiah 
of Israel? 

I could not bear to watch any longer. I could no longer help him or do anything for him, so I started 
back down the hill. I turned to look once more. I saw a woman and a man by the cross, and Yeshua was 
looking down at them. He seemed to be talking to them. I wanted to stay, but my feelings of anger and 
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grief were too much to bear. Anger toward this cruel Roman rule and injustice, and grief for this Yeshua 
who deserved none of this. 

Then he looked toward me, just for a brief moment. I felt something in my heart, which penetrated 
into the depth of my soul. I felt his thoughts which were saying; “thank you for showing me compassion, 
and for helping me with my burden. This burden I carry is for the whole world.” 

I then saw one of the criminals that were nailed to a cross beside him say something to him. Yeshua 
turned and spoke some soft words to this man. I saw this criminal smile, in spite of the pain and agony. 
The words that Yeshua spoke also penetrated his heart and soul. 

My eyes welled up with tears, I couldn’t stand by any longer and see this suffering. I continued to walk 
back down the hill. I no longer wished to look back, but only to leave the city and leave behind me this 
scene of hate and pain, of suffering and grief. 

I reached the inn where I was staying at. I paid the innkeeper a few shekels of silver, then took the 
donkey and cart and headed north to Caesarea where I would continue on my journey. I just wanted to 
get away from this city, which now, only brought violence and hate to its Passover feast. 

As I traveled northward, I noticed that the sky was turning dark with thick black clouds which hid the 
sun from view. It was a strange feeling; A day becoming like night. This had never happened. Even the 
donkey acted strangely. It stopped suddenly and started to bray, stomping the ground kicking up a cloud 
of dust. 

I do not remember how long I stood there in the road with the donkey, the cart, and all my wares. I 
just stood there trying to figure out these strange events. I felt bewildered, a bit confused. Who was this 
Yeshua really? Messiah? God who became a man? A man connected to God in a way I could not 
understand? 

Suddenly, I felt a rumble, from under the earth which grew louder. The ground under my feet began 
to shake. I heard a clap of thunder and saw a bolt of lightning which lit up the sky for one brief moment. 

The sun then came out from behind the clouds and began to set toward the west. I turned once more 
to look towards the east, to gaze upon the city of Jerusalem, the Daughter of Zion, who murdered the 
prophets, whose inhabitants lay within the iron grasp of the Eagle of Rome. 

I am telling these events the way I remember them. My name is Simon, a merchant from the city of 
Cyrene. This story is a legacy I have left to my two sons, Alexander and Rufus, who, like me, now follow 
in the footsteps of our Messiah, Yeshua. 


A cubit: about 18 inches 


Page |22 


SARAH 


Leah Holtz sat slumped in the dirty sofa in the living room of her dingy apartment; hair disheveled, eyes red 
from the effects of the previous night’s binge with alcohol. Out of her reddened eyes, she gazed around at the 
almost empty apartment. Around her were a sofa, a few chairs, and an old wooden table, all that remained of 
a short, failed marriage. She stared at a wedding picture on the wall where she stood beside her husband, who 
had recently run off with her best friend, leaving her only past bittersweet memories. 

Now, alone in the world she thought, she would try to drown out her sorrows with bottles of cheap wine. 
Her hopes for a long, happy marriage collapsed when she returned home from work one day and found half 
the furniture gone, an empty bedroom closet with only her clothes hanging, and a “good-bye” note left on the 
bed from her husband. 

What kind of “best friend” would steal your husband she thought? Her best friend was now her bitter 
enemy, a home wrecker that deserved the worst. 

she suddenly screamed, hurtling the empty wine bottle she had in her hand toward the picture on the wall. 
The bottle exploded in a shower of broken glass against the picture on the wall which was now shattered as 
well, lying on the floor amidst broken dreams of marital bliss. 

A sharp pain now came from her abdomen. It had been now a couple of days since the hospital clinic 
procedure and she was still in pain, both physically and emotionally. Leah had taken upon herself to lash out 
at everyone. The hurt she felt would be felt by others. Anger and resentment overcame her being, and the 
world had better watch out. 

Her swollen, reddened eyes slowly closed as she slumped back into the old, worn sofa; the after-effects of the 
alcohol still swimming in her head. All of a sudden, she heard voices and a knocking on the front door. 

“Leah, are you there?” A woman’s voice was heard together with the soft knocking. 

“We’re Angela and Robert from church, are you OK?” 

“Please answer Leah, we’re concerned about you.” The knocking continued. 

“We’re praying for you, we all are, we miss you at church, please talk to us” 

“Go away, please just leave me alone,” shouted Leah. “Go pray for someone else!” 

“Leah, we love you, we just want to talk to you and be with you at this time.” 

“I don’t need anybody right now....... leave ....... just leave OK?” sobbed Leah. 

“God loves you Leah,” responded the voice on the other side of the door, “and he always will. You need 
him now, especially at a time like this!” 

“Then why did he give my husband away to someone else, to my ex-best friend even?” 

“God didn’t do that Leah, remember your husband isn’t a Christian, you knew that when you married him. 
He did that all on his own because he doesn’t live by God’s holy standards” the voice behind the door continued 
softly “the lost live according to the world’s standards, not the LORD’s” 

Deep inside, Leah knew that. Her husband had never really accepted the LORD. He had been a high school 
football hero, with all the girls wanting to date him, and he dated a lot of them too. He always enjoyed flirting 
with Leah, even when he was with other girls. 

He finally asked her out. They went out a few times, then, after graduation, he popped the “will you marry 
me” question. Leah liked his body, his big muscles, the “Mr. Football” Look. He swore the “I’ll love you 
forever” oath. She brought him to church a few times. In the Sunday school class, he looked bored. He told 
her the “I believe in God, and that’s enough for me” line. They got married anyway. The pastor warned her 
against being “unequally yoked” but she thought she could change him. The ceremony was quick in the 
downtown courthouse. 

Three months into the marriage, she returned home from work to find an almost empty apartment and the 
“Dear Leah” note on the bed. What hurt most was the “thanks for your hubby” note at the end of the letter, 
signed by “Cindy”. She had been her best friend in high school, so she thought. 

Now, Leah was alone in the one-bedroom apartment; her mind filled with ghosts of the past, haunting 
memories, hurt, pain, remorse, and bitterness toward the world, and toward God. 

“Come on Angela,” said a male voice outside the door “there’s nothing more we can do here”. Leah heard 
the sound of footsteps fading away, then the voice spoke again; 

“Leah, there’s a letter taped to the door, I’m pushing it under the door to you OK?” 

Leah heard the sounds of footsteps returning and she saw a small envelope being pushed under the front 
door. 

“Remember, we’re praying for you Leah,” said the female voice. 
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Leah then heard the footsteps fading away for the second time. She was alone again, but this time, her 
interest was aroused by this strange letter under the door. Slowly, she got up off the sofa and walked over to 
the door. She picked up the envelope which had the hospital clinic logo in the corner, but her name was 
handwritten on the front. It only had her first name “Leah” nothing more. 

She walked back to the sofa; her eyes glued to the envelope. Slowly, she opened the envelope and took out 
three handwritten pages of notebook paper. There was also a map drawn on a piece of white bond paper. She 
saw a signature on the third sheet of paper with the words, “nurse Becky” 

Slowly, Leah’s eyes ran across the words on the first page. As she read, her eyes filled with tears. She read 
the second page and finally the last. She read the letter over and over again, allowing the words to sink into 
her embittered soul. She looked at the hand-drawn map, and then looked back at the words of hope on the 
three pages of notebook paper. 

Little Sarah ran back and forth, marveling at the sights and sounds of this fascinating place of vivid colors, 
beautiful sounds, and fragrant smells. She ran through ankle-deep lush green grass, with multicolored flowers 
everywhere. There were blue, red, orange, green, and violet flowers blooming as far as the eye could see, and 
the fragrance of them all was in the air. 

In the distance was a vast forest of trees, fruit-bearing and flowering trees. As she looked here and there, 
she spotted a river, a river of crystal -clear water that branched out into streams that lead to the grassy 
meadows. The main part of the river seemed to melt into the vast forest of trees. 

As Sarah continued to look at the river, she saw that it emanated from beneath the walls of a great city. She 
stared at the walls that surrounded the city, walls that seemed to have no end. A golden glow was all about the 
walls. She heard music, lovely music, the music of a multitude of choirs that came from the city. The beautiful 
singing voices filled the air and blended in with the fragrance of the flowers and the beauty of this wonderful 
place. 

Here and there, Sarah saw others like herself. They were all dressed in pure white tunics with golden belts 
around their waists, and feet shod with golden sandals. Sarah walked through the grass towards the river, she 
stopped before a bridge, a bridge made with vines entwined with flowers growing over the crystal-clear water. 
She looked down into the water and saw many pebbles and stones that shone with all sorts of vivid colors. 

All of a sudden, she felt a soft hand on her shoulder. She turned around and looked up into the smiling face 
of a tall, beautiful being that radiated a pure white light. 

“Hello Sarah,” said the being with a soft voice “welcome to your home”. 

“Who are you?” asked Sarah, “and how do you know my name?” 

“My name is Angel”, replied the shining being, “and I know everyone’s name here, and so does the king who 
lives in that city over there.” as he pointed toward the walled city that had the golden glow to it. 

“Wow” cried Sarah in amazement, “is the king nice like you?” asked Sarah as she continued looking up into 
the smiling face of this beautiful being called Angel. 

“Yes,” replied Angel. “The king is nice and he loves you so very much. He wants to meet you, but first, do 
you want to go over the bridge?” 

“Oh yes, of course,” said Sarah taking a step forward to cross over the river. She looked down into the 
water to gaze at all the multicolored stones. The stones glittered with red, yellow, green, blue, and crystal 
transparencies. There were also multicolored fish that swam this way and that. 

“Would you like to see more?” asked Angel who was right behind her. 

“Oh yes,” cried Sarah, clapping her hands together with glee. 

“Fine,” said Angel. “Just take my hand and off we’ll go.” Sarah grabbed Angel’s hand. Then, all of a 
sudden, two enormous snow-white wings opened up from Angel’s back. The two soared skyward. Sarah was 
enthralled seeing all the sites of this strange, wonderful place. The two soared above green meadows, spread 
out with multicolored flowers, above vast forests with all kinds of trees. 

From a distance, they could even see into the city of the king. The city was full of people and shining beings 
all walking, talking, laughing, and singing. There were musicians playing on all sorts of stringed instruments. 
Some sounded shofars, others sounded long, silvers trumpets. There were hundreds of buildings, large 
mansions with the shining beings inlaying all sorts of precious stones in their foundations. The whole city was 
aglow with a radiant golden light which was everywhere. 

In the far away distance, there was a long wall made of transparent crystal. The wall stretched as far as the 
eye could see. Sarah was curious about the wall. 

“What’s that long wall?” she asked Angel with wide, wondering eyes. 
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“Well, let’s go see, shall we?” replied Angel, and off they went towards the direction of the mysterious wall 
of crystal. As the two got closer, they could see many small children beside the wall, all dressed in white tunics 
with golden belts. All of them were accompanied by tall shining beings, standing by their side. 

Angel and Sarah landed in front of the wall, and she could see that there were moving images inside this 
very long wall of crystal. All the children and the shining beings were all observing the moving images that 
were inside the wall. Sarah stood wondering about all this. Angel seemed to know her thoughts. 

“This is the wall of sorrows,” he said sadly. 

“sorrows?” questioned Sarah. “what are sorrows?” 

“Sorrows are sad things that happen,” replied Angel. “Would you like to have a closer look?” 

Sarah nodded her head, and the two approached a small area in front of the wall. Sarah looked back toward 
the city of the king, which was now just a tiny golden speck in the far away distance. 

“Why is this wall so far away from the city of the king?” asked Sarah. 

“It is because there is no place for sorrows in the city, only happiness,” replied Angel as he stepped forward 
and passed his hand in front of the crystal-clear wall. All of a sudden, an image appeared. 

Leah walked along Oakland Street, map in hand. It was a crisp autumn day and multicolored leaves were 
falling here and there. The letter had indeed aroused Leah. She pulled her worn jacket around her body as the 
autumn wind picked up. 

She finally came to Old Oak Road. There weren’t many houses on this road. She followed the directions on 
the hand-drawn map. In the far distance, she could see that the road dead-ended near a wooded area. She 
looked to her left and passed Old Oak church which had been abandoned for years. Next to the church, she 
saw the place marked by an “x” on the map. 

It was a small cemetery surrounded by a rusty, iron fence with the words “Old Oak Cemetery” above the 
entrance. She had heard about this cemetery from friends at school. 

It wasn’t in use anymore. There were old graves here, going back hundreds of years. 

Leah passed under the sign and walked through the rows of old gravestones. The autumn leaves carpeted 
the grass which was now overgrown with weeds. Leah looked around with curiosity, reading the words carved 
on a tombstone; 

“Joshua Rogers, beloved husband, born 1714, died 1784 


She went by some more grave markers, looking at the map and observing the old, worn words inscribed. She 
came to another one and read the inscription; 


“little Angelique Williams, beloved daughter of Jeremiah and Mary Williams 
Born August 9", 1805 died of fever November 20", 1805 
Departed but not forgotten, Comforted by Heaven's 
angels, in the presence of the LORD” 


Leah looked again at the map, the letter indicated to follow this grave marker to the end of the row of graves. 

Angel and Sarah both stared at the figure in the wall, going in and out among the tombstones as if looking 
for something, or someone. 

“What is that place Angel?” asked Sarah “What is that woman looking for?” 

Angel looked at Sarah with sort of a sad smile, “She’s...... looking for someone” replied Angel, “someone 
she loves and misses.” 

“but there’s no one there,” said Sarah, still looking a bit confused. 

“that’s the land of the dead,” said Angel sadly. “People that are no longer alive lay under those stones with 
writing, even little people.... like you”. 

“like me?” asked Sarah “but I’m alive, I’m here with you,” said Sarah with a smile. 

“Yes,” said Angel, “you are alive indeed” 

“Are all those people who lie under those stones here too?” asked Sarah, looking up at Angel with wide, 
wondering eyes. 

“Not all,” replied Angel sadly, “some are in the world of darkness, the netherworld, A place called Hades. 
A world absent of love, laughter, and peace. It is a world of pain, torment, and suffering. A place where the 
presence of the king is not known” 

“Why are they there, and not here?” questioned Sarah. 

“because they refused the love of the king” replied Angel sadly. “the king made a big sacrifice, and many 
people rejected it, so, they could not come here.” 
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“That’s so sad,” replied Sarah. 

“Yes, it is,” said Angel, “but it was their own choice.” 

Leah followed the row of grave markers from the one marked “little Angelique” 

At last, she found what she was looking for. There, in the corner of the cemetery, was a small mound of dirt 
covering a freshly dug grave. There were a few wildflowers on the mound and a small wooden cross with a 
wooden plaque nailed to the top of it. 

Slowly, Leah approached the grave. The autumn wind picked up again, blowing brown and yellow leaves 
here and there. Somewhere in the woods next to the graveyard a crow started to caw. 

Leah now stopped and stared at the grave marker. She held the hand-written letter in her hand, reading 
the inscription on the plaque, then read the letter. As she read the name on the little wooden cross, she dropped 
the letter and fell down to her knees in front of the grave marker. 

Angel and Sarah continued to observe the woman inside the wall. She suddenly broke down and started to 
cry, grabbing hold of the little wooden cross. She released words of sorrow and grief; tears now streaming 
down her cheeks. 

“Oh, my daughter, my little daughter, I am so, so, sorry. What did I do? I robbed you of life”. “I robbed 
you of the life that God gave you through me”. “Those people at the clinic, they lied to me”. “They told me 
that you weren’t...were not really alive, fully human yet, that you weren’t a real person. but you ARE...or you 
were”. “Oh, please PLEASE forgive me.” 

Sarah and Angel watched as the woman continued to cry and let loose her feelings of sorrow and repentance. 

“Who is she,” asked Sarah with a sad countenance. Angel looked down at Sarah, who shared the same look 
of sadness on his face. 

“She’s your mother, Sarah.” 

“My mother?” said Sarah with a bewildered look on her face. 

“Yes,” replied Angel, “she listened to the wrong people, she received very bad counsel. 

“Bad counsel?” asked Sarah looking up at Angel with a confused look on her face. 

“Sarah,” replied Angel as he bent down and picked up little Sarah into his arms, “counselors are people who 
are supposed to speak the words of the King, speaking wisdom that promotes life, and not death, destruction, 
and the murder of the innocent. Some counselors serve and worship the King, and give wise and good counsel 
from his written WORD. But there are others that give bad and evil counsel. They do not serve or love the 
King. They serve the lord of darkness”. 

“The lord of darkness,” asked Sarah, “who is he?” 

“He has many names,” replied Angel. “Some call him Beelzebub, the devil, the Father of lies, 
Mephistopheles, the Prince and Power of the air, the Dragon, and Satan”. 

“Ohhhhh” .... said Sarah slowly... “I don’t think I like him, he has scary names” 

“No one up here likes him,” replied Angel, “Once he lived up here with us, he was part of our family, but he 
rebelled against the King, and the King cast him out of here a long, long, Time ago. But you need not fear him, 
Sarah, you’re here with me and are part of the King’s family” 

“I am glad I’m part of the King’s family,” said Sarah smiling. Sarah and Angel continued to observe the 
woman inside the wall. She continued to sob and cry out, “forgive me!” There, prostrate on the ground, in 
front of the little grave marker she continued repeating; “forgive me daughter, forgive me, Oh God forgive 
me”. Sarah looked into the face of Angel. 

“What should I do?” 

“What would you like to do Sarah?” replied Angel. 

“Forgive my mother,” replied Sarah. 

“Then tell her,” said Angel softly, “Talk to her and tell her that you forgive her”. 

Angel put Sarah down and she went up to the wall. She was now facing the image of her mother. Her mother, 
whose image was inside this long, long wall of sorrows was right next to her now. Sarah placed her little hands 
down to where Leah’s head was. The wall felt warm as if she was actually touching her mother’s head.... then 
she spoke. 

“Mommy, don’t cry, I forgive you, I love you and I really miss being with you. Don’t worry, I’m well., I’m 
alive here in this wonderful place. I'm with Angel and the King. The King forgives you too, and someday soon, 
you'll be here with us and we’ll be together. I don’t feel pain anymore”. 

The mention of pain brought Sarah’s scant memory to a brief, short past. To a dark, watery place, a place 
of muffled sounds and voices, sometimes loud, sometimes soft. There was a sudden sharp pain, and then a 
burning sensation, then.... she opened her eyes and found herself in this wonderful place of awe, beauty, and 
peace. 
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Leah continued to sob, lying prostrate on the ground; her body covering the little grave marked only by a 
small wooden cross and a plaque nailed to the top. All of a sudden, she felt something, something warm and 
soft touching her. A warmth that penetrated the cool autumn breeze that now blew across the old, forgotten 
cemetery. 

It was as if two tiny hands were touching Leah’s head. Then, a strange feeling overcame her, a feeling of 
calm, of peace, a feeling that she had never felt before. Somehow, she knew that God had forgiven her. 

“My mommy feels better now!” said Sarah, looking up at Angel with a broad smile. 

“Yes” responded Angel, “you did the right thing.” 

“Can I send my mommy a gift?” 

“Sure,” replied Angel, “go ahead and send her something nice.” 

Sarah looked around, then something caught her eye and it seemed to be just the right gift to send down. 

Leah’s sobs subsided as she continued to hold the base of the small, wooden cross. For the first time in what 
seemed to be an eternity, she felt that the burden of resentment and guilt was taken away. All of sudden, she 
heard a flutter of wings and a soft cooing sound. 

Leah looked up with her tear stained face to see a small, white dove cooing softly, perched on top of the 
cross. The dove looked down at her, continuing to coo ever so gently. Leah smiled. 

“Oh, thank you for hearing me my precious, precious daughter”. 

“Nice touch,” said Angel smiling down at Sarah. 

“You sent that,” replied Sarah smiling up at Angel. 

“No, you sent it,” said Angel smiling back. 

“We both did!” replied Sarah, grinning from ear to ear. 

“Yeah,” said Angel, “I guess we both did.” Sarah and Angel continued watching Leah as she finally closed 
her eyes, falling into a deep, restful sleep, holding the base of the little cross in a lonely, almost forgotten 
cemetery. A cemetery amidst autumn leaves, and a little white dove still perched on top of a small, crude, 
wooden cross cooing its heaven-sent lullaby. 

Sarah backed away from the wall, watching the image of Leah slowly vanishing away until only the crystal 
clarity of the wall was before her. 

“Well,” said Angel, “how would you like to go inside the city of the king and look around?” 

“Wow!” replied Sarah, “that would be great. Can I meet the king too?” 

“Sure,” said Angel, “He wants to meet you too”. Angel then took Sarah by the hand and opening his snow- 
white wings the two started back towards the enormous golden city. 

“By the way,” asked Sarah, “what’s the king’s name?” 

“He has many names,” replied Angel, “but he goes mostly by King Messiah Yeshua which means Salvation 
is from God”. 

“That’s a pretty name,” replied Sarah. “I hope he likes my name.” 

“Your name means ‘Princess,’ said Angel. “The king has built you a special mansion, fit for a princess like 
you.” 

“Nice,” replied Sarah, “I can’t wait to see it.” Angel and Sarah came to rest on a road, a road made of 
transparent, pure gold. Hand in hand, they started their walk together towards the gates of the City of the 
King. 
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SARAH (The Sequel) 


Sarah stood in awe as she marveled at the beautiful sights and wonders of the city of the King. Angel stood 
by her side and pointed to the brilliant array of colors. 

“You see all those colors, Sarah? They all emanate from the Throne of Grace of King Yeshua. They are all 
the colors of the rainbow.” 

“How beautiful,” replied Sarah looking here and there, completely enthralled with the marvelous sights and 
sounds of her new heavenly home. 

“This is your home Sarah,” replied Angel with a happy smile, “and all these people are your family.” 

Sarah looked all around her. The city of the King was in constant activity. There were people all around 
her, big people and small, all dressed in flowing white tunics. They were girded with golden belts around their 
waists and wore golden sandals. There was a constant conversation with laughter; some were singing praises 
with uplifted hands. 

“These are the redeemed from all ages past,” said Angel. “These are the ones who accepted the free gift of 
life from King Yeshua. Through his shed blood, their sins were blotted out and their names were written in 
the Lamb’s Book of Life.” 

“Wow,” cried Sarah with joy, “Do they all have special names like me?” 

“Yes,” replied Angel, “Their names are engraved on their golden headbands.” 

Sarah looked at all the redeemed that walked the streets of the Lamb’s holy city. She saw that everyone 
wore golden bands around their foreheads, engraved with special names. 

“But I don’t have one Angel!” said Sarah sadly, touching her own head, feeling only her soft, dark, curly 
hair. 

“Ah, but you will receive one. King Yeshua himself will give you your own headband with your name 
engraved,” replied Angel with a smile. “I’m going to take you to meet him right now. Are you ready to meet 
your king?” 

“Oh yes,” exclaimed Sarah happily, “Let’s go!” 

“Alright,” said Angel, opening up his radiant white wings, “Hold my hand and up we'll go. 

Sarah held on Angel's hand as they both soared upward and flew high over the golden city of the king. Sarah 
gasped with wonder as she saw all the beautiful sights and sounds of Yeshua's kingdom. 

Fountains of pure, crystalline water shot high into the air, emanating from different geometric shapes of 
pure, transparent crystal. Above some fountains were suspended pyramids of crystal rotating around and 
around, reflecting the light that came from the Lamb’s Throne of Grace. The radiant light reflected by the 
prisms came forth in all sorts of dazzling colors. 

“What beautiful colors!” exclaimed Sarah. “Is the whole city like this?” 

“Yes,” replied Angel. “The whole city reflects the beauty and majesty of King Yeshua, and look,” continued 
Angel pointing ahead, “there’s the Lamb’s Throne of Grace and his holy temple.” 

Sarah looked ahead and saw a monumental throne of pure gold with a base of green emerald. The throne 
was aglow with radiant, golden light shining forth the glory of God in all directions. There was also a river of 
crystal clarity flowing from the base of the Throne of Grace. The river parted into four directions, flowing to 
the north, south, east, and west. 

“Let’s go up a little higher,” said Angel, “We can get a better view from far, far above.” 

With these words, Angel and Sarah flew up and up, higher and higher above the City of God. Sarah looked 
down to see the river that flowed from the Lamb’s Throne of Grace divide into canals. 

“You see Sarah,” spoke Angel, “The River of Life flows to the north, south, east and west. In each direction, 
it splits up into more canals so that every dwelling on every street here in the New Jerusalem has a canal.” 

Sarah looked with excitement and awe at the canals which flowed alongside the streets of gold. On each 
street stood mansions, great and small. Behind the mansions lay lush, green vegetation and all kinds of fruit 
trees that lined the canals from the River of Life. 

“How beautiful is everything here!” exclaimed Sarah. “Is all the Kingdom of Heaven like this?” 
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“Yes,” replied Angel with a smile, “and you have only begun to see everything that the LORD has in store 
for those who love him, and for those he loves.” 

Sarah was enthralled by the wonderful sights and sounds of the New Jerusalem. There were so many 
beautiful buildings, mansions, and so many people from all ages going here and there. Some were laughing 
and conversing one with another with smiles of joy. Others were singing praises to God, with uplifted hands 
with psalms of praise on their lips. 

“Come,” said Angel, “let’s go over there,” as he pointed out a beautiful temple with a throne bathed in 
glowing, radiant light standing right in front of it. Angel and Sarah flew down to where the holy temple and 
the throne were. They were both dwarfed by the majesty and splendor of God’s Throne of Glory, engulfed by 
the lamb’s Shekinah light. 

Angel pointed towards the temple entrance from which came a chorus of heavenly voices of the redeemed, 
singing psalms of praises with the sounds of all sorts of stringed instruments. At different intervals, the sounds 
of trumpets and shofars were heard. 

“Now little Sarah,” began Angel, “you will meet your king.” With these words, Angel stepped forward and 
shouted, “My LORD and my God Adonai-Elohim, Yeshua Ben David, I present to you Sarah, Princess, and 
daughter of light.” 

At once, the whole entrance of the temple was filled with radiant, glowing light. The light was so bright that 
both Sarah and Angel fell to their knees and bowed their heads to the ground. All around them rang voices 
proclaiming; 

“Holy, Holy, Holy is the LORD God of hosts! May all Heaven and earth be filled with your glory!” 

When Angel and Sarah looked up, they saw the figure of a man clothed in dazzling white array. He wore a 
golden belt around his waist and wore golden sandals. Around his head was a golden crown which read; “KING 
of kings and LORD of lords.” 

He looked down at Sarah and opened his arms saying, “Welcome my dearest daughter, welcome to your 
home.” 

Sarah looked up at the man in dazzling white, knowing that he was more than just a man, he was indeed the 
LORD. 

“Yeshua?” Exclaimed Sarah with wonder, “You’re King Yeshua, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, my dearest child,” replied the king with a broad smile, “I AM who I AM, the KING of kings and 
LORD of lords, your father, and your God.” 

Sarah went up close to King Yeshua. He then reached down and with all tenderness, picked little Sarah up 
and held her to his breast. Sarah looked into his eyes and noticed a few teardrops. In spite of Yeshua’s radiant 
countenance, she noticed a touch of sadness. 

“Why are you sad King Yeshua?” asked Sarah curiously, pointing to the tears in his eyes. 

“I had so many plans for you my dearest daughter,” replied Yeshua. “You would have been the pride and 

joy of your mother Leah, a special gift of life. You would have excelled in many things.” 

“You know my mother?” questioned Sarah, still gazing into his eyes. 

“Yes,” replied Yeshua, “she is also my daughter. For a while, she was very angry and confused.” 

“Well wouldn’t you know it,” said Sarah, crossing her arms, “She sent me right back to you, guess she didn’t 
want me after all.” Yeshua looked at Sarah with eyes of tenderness, full of love and compassion. 

“Like I said dearest one, your mother was angry and confused. She listened to bad and evil counsel.” 

“Yes, I know,” Sarah replied, “Angel told me all about counselors who follow this Beelzebub guy, he has 
other scary names too.” 

“Well,” said Yeshua with a smile, “You won’t have to worry about him here. There is no place for evil in 

my kingdom.” 

“That’s good,” said Sarah, “I wouldn’t want to meet him anyway. Oh by the way King Yeshua, do I get a 
place to live here?” asked Sarah with wondering eyes. 

“Indeed, you do,” replied Yeshua as he placed Sarah back on her feet. “But first, I must give you your little 
golden headband with your name.” 

“Wow,” cried Sarah with glee, “my own headband, like all the others that are here have?” 

“Well,” replied the LORD, “everyone has a distinct and unique headband.” And Yeshua reached into his 
long, white tunic and drew out a small, golden headband with the title “Sarah, little princess, daughter of Light” 
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Yeshua reached down with all tenderness and gently placed the headband around Sarah’s head. 

“There,” he said with joy, “this is yours for all eternity.” 

“Like forever and ever,” questioned Sarah? 

“Yes,” replied the king of glory, “forever and ever.” Sarah beamed with joy as she felt the golden headband 
around her head. 

“Angel,” said Yeshua, “I believe my daughter Angelique was looking for a roommate.” 

“Yes, my LORD,” replied Angel, bowing his head. 

“Sarah, would you like to share a mansion with your sister Angelique?” ask Yeshua. 

“Oh yes,” replied Sarah, beaming with joy. “I think I saw her name written on a flat rock when I was in 
front of the Wall of Sorrows.” 

“Yes,” replied Yeshua, “You saw her tombstone, but she is alive and well here in the New Jerusalem. She 
is part of my holy choir, singing praises to my holy name while playing the ten-stringed lyre.” 

“TI would love to meet her,” said Sarah with a broad smile. 

“You will indeed” replied Yeshua. At that, Yeshua turned towards the entrance of the holy temple and cried 
out with a loud voice, “Angelique, daughter of the Most High God, come forth.” The voice of Yeshua echoed 
like thunder. It seemed as though all of Heaven shook at the sound of His voice. 

At the sound of King Yeshua’s voice, a beautiful young woman came out of the temple arrayed in a dazzling 
white tunic with a golden belt around her waist. Her feet were shod with golden sandals and she also wore a 
golden headband with her name engraved in it. 

“Yes my LORD,” said Angelique, bowing her head and prostrating herself to the ground. 

“Arise my daughter of light,” said Yeshua, reaching down and taking Angelique by the hand. “This is my 
daughter and your sister Sarah. She will share your mansion.” 

“Hello Sarah,” said Angelique embracing her with heavenly love. “How do you like the Kingdom of Heaven, 
the New Jerusalem?” 

“It’s awesome,” replied Sarah, looking around with wonder. “So many beautiful things to see and so many 
people.” 

“111 show Sarah around my LORD.” 

“Great, my daughter Angelique,” said Yeshua smiling, “I’ll see you later.” 

“TI too must take my leave,” said Angel, “there are more children arriving here that I must meet. It was nice 
meeting, you Sarah.” 

“It was nice meeting you too Angel,” replied Sarah, waving her hand goodbye to her nice celestial guide. 

“Well,” said Angelique, taking Sarah by the hand, “Ill show you around. [ll introduce you to some of the 
writers of the books.” 

“Books?” questioned Sarah, looking a bit confused. 

“Oh yes,” replied Angelique, “King Yeshua has 66 books, and one special book called the ‘Book of Life’. 
That’s where all of our names are recorded.” 

“My name too?” questioned Sarah. 

“Your name too,” answered Angelique with a smile. 

Angelique and Sarah walked along the streets of gold, stopping to speak with different people, people from 
different eras of time past on earth. Sarah was enthralled with all the different sights and sounds of the New 
Jerusalem. In just a short time, she met people from all time periods, some seemed young, and others a bit 
older. Then Angelique pointed out a man with an elderly face and a very long white beard. Angelique and 
Sarah walked over to this man who seemed to be deep in thought. 

“Shalom Moshe,” greeted Angelique. The elderly man turned to look at Angelique and smiled. 

“Shalom to you too sister Angelique, and who is this pretty young lady?” asked Moshe, pointing to Sarah. 

“This is Sarah, she’s new here. I’m showing her around. Sarah, this is Moses who wrote the first five books 
of King Yeshua’s Torah.” 

“Nice to meet you Moses,” said Sarah. 

“Nice to meet you too,” replied Moses, embracing little Sarah with a warm hug. “And here are some things 
for you,” said Moses, handing her 5 scrolls all rolled up and tied together with a scarlet colored strap. 

“These scrolls contain the words that King Yeshua told me to write many, many earth years ago. Many of 
the words talk about Him.” 
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“Ill make sure to read these,” responded Sarah as she tucked the scrolls under her arm. “It was nice 
meeting you Moses” smiled Sarah happily. 

“It was nice meeting you too Sarah,” nodded Moses with a smile. 

“See you later Angelique.” 

“Shalom to you too,” replied Angelique. 

Both Sarah and Angelique continued to walk along the many streets of gold of the celestial city of the king. 
Angelique introduced Sarah to many of the writers of the Bible. She was especially happy to meet Jeremiah, 
who gave Sarah a beautifully embroidered silk shoulder bag to put all the scrolls she received from the king’s 
prophets. 

Sarah and Angelique continued to walk along the streets of Heaven, enjoying and taking in the beautiful 
sights and sounds of Heaven’s bliss. Finally, Angelique pointed out a huge, golden mansion, embedded with all 
sorts of precious stones. 

“That’s our home, Sarah.” 

“Wow,” cried Sarah, “It’s so beautiful and so big!” 

“Yes,” replied Angelique, “and I often invite people over. Moses has been my guest many times. Adam, 
Eve, and Enoch came over a while ago too. We really enjoy each other’s company,” continued Angelique, 
walking towards the steps which lead to the mansion’s entrance. “They told what life was like when they lived 
on earth.” 

“Do you remember your life on earth?” asked Sarah. 

“Not really,” replied Angelique sadly, “if you remember from my tombstone, I died when I was three months 
old.” 

“Oh,” said Sarah, nodding her head slowly, “I wasn’t even allowed to be born.” The two walked the 
remaining distance to the mansion’s front steps deep in thought. 

“Well,” said Angelique, stopping in front of the twelve red-marble steps that lead up to the mansion’s ornate 
mother-of-pearl entrance, “This is home!” 

Sarah stared at the lovely, golden mansion with awe. It was made of solid gold bricks with twelve 
rectangular shaped windows framed with pure silver. 

Embedded in the silver frames were rubies and sapphires. The entrance of the mansion was framed 
roundabout with mother of pearl. 

Sarah and Angelique together walked up the twelve marble steps and passed through the entrance. Inside 
the mansion were all kinds of geometrically shaped sculptures. Some were made of pure crystal and out of the 
crystal ran living water. The floor was made of red and black marble inlaid with twelve Lapis Lazuli stars of 
David. 

There was a large, marble table with twelve chairs of velvet cushions. On the table were dishes made of 
pure gold with crystal goblets by their side. In the center of the table were large plates also made of pure gold 
which held all kinds of nuts and fruit. 

There was a skylight made of pure, transparent crystal which allowed radiant light to come through. This 
light emanated from the Lamb’s Throne of Grace, which also illuminated the entire city of the king. 

“Let’s go upstairs and Ill show you our room,” said Angelique, pointing to a winding black marble and 
jasper staircase. The railing that was on either side of the staircase was made of pure gold embedded with 
rubies and emeralds. 

The two girls climbed the staircase and entered what appeared to be a large bedroom with two large beds 
made of shittim wood overlaid with pure gold. The mattresses were made of pure satin, stuffed with lamb’s 
wool. Covering the mattresses lay dazzling white satin sheets with matching satin pillows. On the wall beside 
the beds were bookshelves divided into 66 squares. The bookshelves were also made of shittim wood, overlaid 
with gold. 

“This is where you will put your scrolls Sarah,” said Angelique, pointing to the squares. “One scroll for 
every square. When you read the scrolls, you will remember every word as our memories here are perfect.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Sarah, “I’ll start to read right now.” 

She placed the scrolls she had received in the wooden squares on the wall beside her bed. Sarah kept the 
first one she received. Sitting on her ornate bed, untied the scroll and began to read. 
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“In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth........” after a while, she tied up the scroll and 
placed it in the first square. 

“Moshe wrote many wonderful things,” Sarah remarked, “Too bad about Adam and Eve, that they listened 
to the serpent and lost fellowship with King Yeshua,” said Sarah sadly. 

“Yes,” replied Angelique, “but King Yeshua made it right again in that He loved the world so much that He 
went down to earth in human form. He died on a cross and His blood cleansed all mankind of sin. That is how 
we can all have a right fellowship with Him again. For all those that believe on Him, he has given everlasting 
life.” (John 3:16) 

Angelique’s face shone with radiant light as she explained the words of the Apostle John to Sarah. The girls 
embraced each other, overjoyed to be together forever in God’s holy eternal city. 

“Sarah,” continued Angelique, “when people like us die as babies and young children, we don’t experience 
the spirit of rebellion caused by sin. This happens to older people, so the king looks on us as innocent and 
perfect in his eyes. When king Yeshua was on earth, he said once; 

‘Let the little children come to me, for theirs is the Kingdom of God’ (Luke 18:16). He was talking about 
us.” 

“What’s out there?” asked Sarah, pointing to the doorway at the end of the bedroom. 

“That leads to the outside patio, come on, I'll show you.” 

Angelique took Sarah by the hand and led her through the arched doorway which was also framed with 
mother of pearl. The two went out onto the patio which was supported by beautifully carved marble pillars. 
On the patio were flower pots made of red clay, from which grew many flowering plants giving the air a 
fragrance unlike anything on earth. 

“See out there?” said Angelique, pointing to the distance. “That is one of the tributaries of the River of Life 
which flows from the Lamb’s Throne of Grace. Those trees that grow next to the river give all manner of 
fruit.” 

Sarah was enthralled by the beautiful sight of the river and trees, the lush emerald green grass and flowering 
meadows all around. She was delighted with the aroma of flowers and the continuous music that was heard 
coming from the celestial temple. 

Sarah looked down from the upstairs patio and saw something that intrigued her. “What’s that?” she asked, 
pointing to a rectangular crystal framed in pure silver. 

“Oh,” replied Angelique, “that’s the crystal of images. Everyone up here has one of those. Would you like 
to see it?” 

“Sure,” said Sarah filled with curiosity. 

Angelique and Sarah went downstairs and out the back doorway which led to a ground level patio. It was 
like the upstairs patio, but this one was surrounded by flowering trees and shrubs. Twelve marble columns 
supported the upstairs patio, all carved with intricate designs. The base of the downstairs patio was made of 
red marble inlaid with all sorts of precious stones. Seven steps led from the patio to the lush carpet of green 
grass and flowers. In the near distance was the River of Life, adorned with the fruit-bearing trees. 

Angelique and Sarah approached the crystal of images which made a soft humming noise. 

“This is powered by the Lamb’s Throne of Grace,” said Angelique, allowing Sarah to observe it closely. The 
crystal was attached to a curved block of sculpted quartz, allowing the crystal to hang vertically, facing the 
viewer. 

“What does it do?” questioned Sarah, now intrigued by this strange object. 

“This allows us to see what is happening on earth,” responded Angelique. “Would you like to try it?” 

“Oh yes,” cried Sarah, clapping her hands full of joy. “I’d like to see my mother again.” 

“OK,” replied Angelique, “Just stand in front of it and pass your hand close to the crystal.” 

Sarah went up and passed her little hand in front of the crystal, all the while, thinking of her beloved mother 
Leah. All of a sudden, multicolored lights appeared inside the crystal followed by an image. It was the image 
of a woman laying down in a graveyard in front of a newly dug grave. 

Leah Holtz woke up from a deep sleep. It had been the first time in weeks that she had slept so soundly. 
She slowly got up; her body covered by newly fallen autumn leaves. She had spent the night in the cemetery in 
front of her daughter’s little grave marker. 
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The air was crisp and fresh. She got up and brushed off the leaves which clung to her worn sweater. Her 
eyes filled with tears as she looked once more at the little wooden cross with the words “Sarah” inscribed on a 
small plaque which was nailed to the cross. Leah had made her peace with God, with herself and above all, 
with her little daughter 

Leah pulled her sweater around her body as she left Old Oak cemetery and headed home. There would be 
a lot to do in her apartment. She could take her time as today was her day off from work. 

In spite of not having eaten anything since the day before, she felt full of energy. She walked home quickly, 
arriving at her apartment in a matter of minutes. 

She put the key in the door lock and walked in. The sight she saw caused her to gasp. “Oh my God Leah,” 
she said to herself out loud, “How could you have lived like this?” 

Looking around she saw a dirty apartment, with empty beer and wine bottles scattered here and there. Her 
wedding picture which once hung on the wall lay shattered on the floor amidst pieces of broken glass. 

There were piles of dirty dishes in the sink, and the carpet was dirty with bits and pieces of food particles 
everywhere. 

“Well,” Leah said to herself, “Time to clean up.” 

With those words, Leah went to work. She went to the closet and took out a vacuum cleaner, a mop, and a 
bucket. She went to the kitchen and looked for some liquid cleaner and rags. When she had gotten everything 
ready, she turned on the radio and looked for a Christian station that played popular praise and worship songs. 
After the music started playing, she began washing all the dirty dishes, pots, and pans. 

Little by little, the dirty, grubby looking apartment came to life again. Leah opened the windows to allow 
the fresh, crisp autumn air in. She danced and sang the words to the different songs and praise hymns she 
heard on the radio. 

She started up the vacuum cleaner, passing it back and forth across the living room floor. She was so 
involved with her cleaning that she almost didn’t hear a soft knocking at the door. Leah turned off the vacuum 
for a moment to be sure of the noise. The knocking at the front door repeated a few times more. 

Leah wondered who it could be as she had not received many visitors since her husband had left her. She 
went and opened the door to find a rather large man with a duffel bag by his feet. He looked rather old and 
dirty with disheveled hair and a small amount of beard growth. 

He hung his head down, not even lifting it when Leah opened the door. He was a pitiful sight to lay eyes on, 
a symbol of depression and utter failure. 

“Yes, may I help you sir?” asked Leah, trying to look into this man’s face. In the past, she had seen many 
homeless people sleeping under bridges. They were usually by the highways with painted signs asking for 
pennies. From time to time she had given a dollar or two or some change. She thought that perhaps this man 
was a homeless guy, coming to ask for a bit of change. 

The man finally lifted his head and looked Leah in the eyes. “Hello Leah”, 
he said rather sheepishly. Leah looked deeply into his face, a face she had known for years. 

“Roger?” she asked, backing away a few feet. But yes, it was him, the husband who had left her for another 
woman. Now he was back, humbled, he seemed like a sight of defeat. 

“Yes Leah, it’s me,” responded a very different Roger Holtz, no longer the proud and arrogant flirt as 
before, but now a very humbled and meek man. 

“May I come in?” he asked, looking hopefully into Leah’s eyes. 

“Your name is still on the lease, so it’s still your place,” said Leah rather quietly, turning her back to Roger. 
She went to the living room window leaving a rather meek Roger Holtz at the door. Roger entered and sat 
down on the living room sofa, leaving his duffel bag just inside the door. 

Leah continued to stare out the living room window, her mind being absorbed with memories, memories of 
a wedding day and a short-lived relationship ending with deceit and unfaithfulness. 

“You have no idea how much you hurt me Roger,” shouted Leah as she whirled around and walked quickly 
to the sofa to confront her husband. 

“I know I was wrong,” said Roger, looking up at Leah, his eyes expressing sadness and remorse. “I can’t 
undo what I did, I can only ask for your forgiveness.” 

Leah looked at a very different Roger sitting there on the sofa. She knew in her heart that she had to forgive 
him since God forgave her for what she had done to her innocent unborn daughter. Was she any different than 
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Roger? Roger had destroyed their marital relationship, but Leah had destroyed a life that was within her. 
Which was the worst sin? Leah knew what she had to do. 

“Roger,” began Leah slowly, “I'll forgive you for walking out on our relationship, but it isn’t easy. Wounds 
take time to heal, especially emotional wounds.” 

Leah now came over to the sofa and sat down beside her husband. Roger looked at Leah with all sincerity 
and tenderness. “Thank you, Leah,” he began, “I’m different than before, I know the LORD now, I really 
know Him. I accepted Jesus as my LORD and Savior.” 

“When did that happen?” asked Leah, looking at Roger with wonder and awe. 

“Just today,” responded Roger. “Do you remember Eddie Williams from our high school football team?” 

“Sure,” replied Leah, “Big Eddie the quarterback, all 250 pounds of him, who can forget all the touchdowns 
he made?” 

“Well,” continued Roger, “I saw him on the football field at the city Bible college. I went to the college to 
look for work. I waved to him and we started talking about old times. I told him how I had left you and that I 
was with Cindy.” 

Roger paused and hung his head. “I still can’t believe I did that.” 

“Go on Roger,” said Leah, gently touching his hand, “Remember I forgive you.” 

“Well,” continued Roger, “When he heard that I had left you for Cindy, he turned and walked away, then 
stopped and just turned around and charged me like a linebacker on the opposing team.” Roger paused for a 
few seconds, not knowing how to continue. 

“And then what happened,” asked Leah rather quietly, her interest now aroused. Her soft voice encouraged 
Roger to continue. 

Taking a deep breath, he continued. “He tackled me, knocking me off my feet and when I hit the ground, 
he sat on my chest and opened up a Bible and started reading it.” 

“Big Eddie with a Bible?” replied Leah with surprise. “I can’t believe it, but wow, that’s awesome.” 

“T tried to get up,” Roger continued, “but Eddie held me to the ground and told me that I was going to listen 
to him.” Roger paused and took another deep breath. “He told me that I did wrong in leaving you and that I 
should return to you and honor my commitment to our marriage.” 

“God works in mysterious ways Roger,” said Leah quietly. 

“Then he started reading from the New Testament” continued Roger, “and told me how Jesus had died for 
my sins and that I needed to have a real relationship with him. You know what Leah? What he was saying 
really made sense to me for the first time.” 

As Roger looked into Leah’s eyes, she saw something different in him. He had that sincere look, a ray of 
hope, a sincere desire for a new beginning. 

“And....what did you do Roger?” asked Leah, her voice ever so gentle. 

“I accepted Jesus as my LORD and Savior; really I did, with all my heart. I felt a real change come over 
me.” 

Leah reached out and took his hands in hers. “You’re born again now Roger, now we both have a home in 
Heaven.” 

“Wow Angelique,” said Sarah jumping up and down in front of the crystal of images, “did you hear that? 
Now both my mom and dad will be here someday with us and King Yeshua, and with all these people up here!” 

“Yes,” replied Angelique with a smile, embracing Sarah, “It is so wonderful when the whole family is part 
of Yeshua’s family. We have so much reason to rejoice in the LORD.” 

The two continued to gaze into the crystal of images, observing the couple on the sofa, a couple now joined 
together in faith, through the covenant of the King. 

“As soon as Eddie let me up,” Roger continued, “I embraced him and thanked him for sharing the love of 
God with me. I ran back to where I was living with Cindy. I didn’t even want to look at her. I just ran into 
the bedroom, threw all my clothes in this duffel bag and ran out the door.” 

“And Cindy?” asked Leah with questioning eyes, “What did she do?” 

“She just stood there with her mouth hanging open, wondering what was going on,” replied Roger. “I told 
her quickly that I was going back to you.” 

“And what did she say?” asked Leah, now really intrigued. 
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“Well,” continued Roger, “she just threw out a string of cuss words and slammed the door behind me. I 
didn’t look back Leah, I just ran as fast as I could away from there. I belong here with you. Can I stay?” 

Leah looked into Roger’s pleading eyes. Yes, he had done wrong, but so had she. If the LORD had forgiven 
her, who was she to turn her husband away? The prodigal husband had returned, now, equally yoked. 

“Yes, Roger” replied Leah lovingly, “You can stay, it’s your home, and it’s our home. Now we’re a family 
united in Christ. He heals all hurts.” 

Roger embraced Leah with all tenderness. “We’re a reunited family Leah,” said Roger with tears in his 
eyes, “You, me, and the little one we’re expecting.” 

Roger gently touched Leah’s empty womb. At his touch, Leah recoiled and quickly got up from the sofa 
and went over to the window again. She tried to hold back the tears, but they still came. 

“I’m not pregnant anymore,” cried Leah, her voice echoing both anger and sadness. 

Roger just sat there rather shocked, his eyes wandering from her womb to her eyes. “You had a 
miscarriage?” he asked. “That’s OK, we can always have another child.” 

“It was an abortion Roger!” shouted Leah, her eyes flashing with hurt. “An abortion! Did you hear? I was 
angry at you for leaving me. I hated you and I struck out at our precious, innocent daughter to get even!” 

Roger couldn’t respond. He didn’t know what to say. He just continued to stare at Leah’s now angry 
countenance. 

“She’s dead Roger, do you hear? Dead!” cried Leah, with tears streaming from her eyes. “I killed her, I 
killed our unborn daughter, and she’s dead!” 

“No Mommy, I’m not dead. I’m alive up here in Yeshua’s kingdom!” shouted Sarah, jumping up and down 
in front of the crystal of images, waving her hands in the air trying to get her mother’s attention. “I’m alive 
up here with my friend Angelique and...” 

“She can’t hear you Sarah,” interrupted Angelique, embracing Sarah, looking deep into her eyes. “People 
on earth can’t hear or see us up here.” 

“JT wish my mom and dad could hear and see me,” said Sarah, looking up at Angelique with wishful eyes. 

“I know that Sarah,” replied Angelique lovingly, “but I think that deep in your mother’s heart she knows 
that you’re alive and well up here.” The two embraced each other with heavenly tenderness. 

Sarah and Angelique continued to gaze into the crystal of images observing the emotional scene back on 
earth. Husband and wife now reconciled, still needed to go through the healing process. 

Roger continued to look at Leah. Deep hurt now showed in his eyes, but amidst the hurt, there was the look 
of forgiveness and peace. He knew that he was partially to blame, but this would be a new beginning. There 
would have to be total forgiveness. 

“I forgive you Leah,” said Roger, now embracing his wife. “God forgives you too. You of all people ought 
to know that. You have been a believer for many years and know more about God’s love than I do.” 

Roger cupped Leah’s face in his hands. His words were like honey, sweetening her sorrowful soul. “One 
thing I know,” continued Roger, “Our little girl is alive in God’s kingdom, and I am sure she’s looking down 
at us right now.” At these words, both Roger and Leah looked up toward the ceiling of their small apartment. 

“Angelique, look!” cried Sarah all excited, pointing to the figures in the crystal of images, “they’re looking 
at us, see? They’re looking right up at us, they can really see us.” 

“Yes,” smiled Angelique, “it seems that way doesn’t it?” 

“Let this be a new beginning for both of us,” said Roger, embracing his wife. 

Leah’s eyes filled with tears of joy as she accepted her husband’s embrace. Yes, she knew she had been forgiven. 
Her heart was filled with joy to know that both God and her husband had forgiven her. She would have to 
forgive herself now. 

“Pastor Anderson still needs a maintenance worker at the church, if you still need a job,” said Leah, knowing 
that a new beginning with only one paycheck would be a little tight. 

“Do you think he would accept me?” asked Roger hopefully. 

“Now that you are a genuine member of the family of God, I don’t think he would have any problem 
accepting you,” said Leah, knowing that her “new Roger” would put his whole heart and soul into their renewed 
relationship, new job included. 

“Well” replied Roger, “why don’t we go visit Pastor Anderson now, I’d like to share our new beginning with 
him.” 
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“Great idea,” said Leah, her face aglow with joy. “It would be a great testimony and it’s almost time for the 
Wednesday evening service. The pastor will also be very surprised to see me again, after all this time away 
from church.” 

The two embraced each other again, two renewed hearts and lives ready to embrace a renewed relationship 
with the LORD’s guidance. 

Sarah and Angelique stood watching the couple in the crystal of images. Sarah sensed their love and 
renewed devotion to each other, and to King Yeshua. 

“I’m so happy that both my mom and dad will be with us here someday,” said Sarah, beaming with joy. 

“Yes” replied Angelique, “They are both children of God now. They will have a home here in Heaven too, 
just like we do.” 

Sarah and Angelique stepped back from the crystal of images. The embraced couple slowly faded away 
until the crystal returned to its former transparency. 

“T have an idea, let’s go over to the River of Life and pick some fruit from the trees,” said Angelique, pointing 
to the row of fruit trees that grew by the river’s edge. There were all kinds of fruit-bearing trees; including 
vines producing ripe green and purple grapes. 

Sarah looked around and found 3 wicker baskets at the foot of the mansion’s marble steps. She picked them 
up and handed two of them to Angelique. 

“Are we going to eat all the fruit ourselves?” questioned Sarah with wondering eyes. 

“Of course not,” laughed Angelique, “We’re going to invite Moses, Joshua, and Aaron over to enjoy the 
meal with us. Then they can tell you how life was like when they lived on earth.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Sarah, full of excitement, “that would be great. I have so many questions to ask them.” 

“Well, shall we go?” 

“Yes,” said Sarah with a smile, “Let’s go!” So, both Angelique and Sarah, baskets in hand, walked down 
one of the many flowering paths to the River of Life. 
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TESTIMONIUM VERITATIS (True Testimony) 


I pace back and forth here on the patio. The fortress of Antonia is full of life and busy during the day, but 
at night, so quiet, ever so quiet. As I look out over the city of Jerusalem, there are faint lights here and there. 
Torches burning on the walls. Zealots waiting in hiding for an unwary Roman soldier, while the rest of the city 
sleeps. 

The moon has traveled across the sky, and a multitude of stars can be seen. It’s hard to believe that the same 
heavenly bodies that can be seen here are seen in Rome. It has been a season since I have been back to that city 
that was founded by Romulus, the city of the Tiber, where the mob cries out for justice, for crimes unsolved 
and the Senate plays the role of gods. The Senate is corrupt, always looking for a few denarii more. 

Tiberius has concerns for lands conquered, forever worrying about uprisings. Here in this land called Judea, 
the people hate us. The eagle of Rome is but an ugly reminder of the strong overpowering the weak. We are 
an intruder that offends their religion, and laws that oppose their own laws. 

My report is overdue to Tiberius. I should have written it two weeks ago. The criminals were tried and 
condemned, executed according to Roman law and justice. I could have written the report with ease, telling 
Tiberius that indeed, Roman justice was served. In every report, the crimes of the criminals are recorded. The 
first two were thieves and almost killed two of my officers in the attempt to rob them. Their punishment was 
just. But the other man’s punishment, now that I think back, seemed somewhat unjust. 

The man named Yeshua Ben Yosef, a carpenter by profession from the town of Nazareth. What crimes did 
he commit that warranted crucifixion? Crimes against Rome I think not. There was no proof. Crimes against 
his own people? Did not the leaders of his own people bring him to me for judgment? Why did they not judge 
him themselves? 

I am plagued for the want of answers, for deeper understanding in this matter. It is also a matter of 
conscience. Tiberius will want a report, and a report he will get, but at what price? At the price of my position 
as procurator of Judea? For putting to death an innocent man? 

When I first heard of this man Yeshua I was awed. Unlike the other Judeans who are forever complaining 
about taxes, this man Yeshua said they should pay the taxes. When the mere presence of Rome embitters their 
souls, this man Yeshua befriended Romans. Even one of my best centurions abandoned his belief in the gods 
of Rome when this Yeshua healed his servant. I can hardly blame him, I can’t remember even one time when 
the gods of Rome did me or Claudia any favors. 

I wish I had met this Yeshua sooner, perhaps he would have healed our grandson. We asked the favor of the 
gods on him, yet he died of fever nonetheless. I was very curious about these miracles, so I assigned Decius, one 
of my trusted servants to follow this Yeshua, yet from a distance as not to arouse suspicion among his twelve 
followers. 

My servant came back and reported that this Yeshua indeed took five loaves of bread and a few fishes which 
he received from a lad, and fed five thousand people. Now I ask myself, how could that be possible? Could 
anyone do that? I posed the question to my dear Claudia and she told me that indeed, it would be impossible if 
he were only a mere man. I felt that she had more to say, yet she contained herself. Later that night, before 
coming to bed she looked me deep in the eyes and I remember her words; “I do believe that this Yeshua is more 
than just a man!” 

Her words still echo in my ears, “more than just a man” but if that man is more than just a man, then what 
can he be? Only a god is higher than man. I ask myself, can this Yeshua be a god on this earth? A god that 
would be a king? Yet this Yeshua refused kingship, at least kingship here in Jerusalem. When he was before 
me that infamous day, I even asked him if he was a king, and I remember too well his words: 

“You say that I am, did you hear that from others?” 

Yes, I remember hearing rumors among the Judeans that this Yeshua was a king prophesied by the Jewish 
prophets of old. Then I remember his other words to me; 

“My reign is not of this world.” 

But if not of this world, is there another world? Decius did not leave out details when I questioned him 
more about Yeshua. The more he talked about Yeshua, the more excited he became. I had to continuously 
remind him of his position as servant and protocol. 

I have seen a change in my servant, however, a change for the better, not to say that he is a bad servant, only 
now he asks if he might do extra things, saying, “I wouldn’t mind going the extra mile”. He has a strange peace 
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about him, like all the others who have come into contact with this Yeshua. Decius also told me that once while 
he was following Yeshua and his followers from a distance, Yeshua just stopped walking, turned around and 
looked at him. Even from the distance, he could sense that Yeshua was looking straight at him. He slowly 
nodded his head and then continued walking. It was if he knew why my servant was following him. 

Decius told me that on various occasions he had heard Yeshua mention “the Kingdom of Heaven”. Could 
this be the answer to his kingship? But then where is this place called “heaven?” if not on earth, could this be 
some sort of home for the gods? A place from whence the gods rule the earth? Would it be, I wonder, the same 
place where the gods of Rome live? Or...is it different? 

So many unanswered questions I have, and no easy answers. I heard it mentioned by the followers of Yeshua 
that “the truth would set men free” but free from what? And what is truth? Alas, the same question I posed 
to Yeshua when he was before me after having spoken these words to me; 

“Everyone who is of the truth hears my voice.” 

I hear myself thinking that the “truth” is opposite of falsehood. It is looking at the facts and acknowledging 
the facts no matter what. This I would have to do. Yes, I will report the facts about Yeshua to Tiberius. He 
would want nor expect no less. I will tell him who I really think he is. I will give my “Testimonium Veritatis” 
my testimony of truth. 

Many call Yeshua a king, but he says that his kingdom is not here. With the reports and facts that I have 
received from Decius my servant, I can only conclude that he indeed has the makings of a king. He cares about 
his people, he feeds them bread and fish and teaches them about love. He discourages hate and rebellion. He 
shows compassion to the poor, he hates injustice and teaches honesty. Oh, if only Rome were ruled by someone 
like him, how different it would be. 

My servant also told me that he talked about “his father”. His followers said that his father lives in Heaven, 
and that “he and his father were one”. I wonder if that means that both Yeshua and his father are both kings? 
What could be the truth about that I wonder? Again, questions without solid answers. 

I am glad I gave him the title, “King of the Jews”. I do believe he earned that title. Let Caiaphas and the 
rest of those religious leaders foam at the mouth like rabid dogs. The more I think about it, the more I believe 
Yeshua was delivered into my hands-on account of jealousy, or jealousy with a lot of misunderstanding about 
this “Torah” as the Jews call their Holy Writ. The religious leaders teach it one way, and Yeshua teaches it 
another way, so who’s right? Can both be right? I wonder where this carpenter got so much understanding? 

The Jews also say that their “Torah” said something about a “coming Messiah” who would be a king. 
According to the records he was born around the time it was prophesied, during the Jew’s festival of Sukkot. 

Some of the Jews believed that this coming “king” would free Judea from Roman rule, but here we stand. 
Rome has not fallen and I am still governor of Judea. So, where I ask myself, does this Yeshua fit into all this? 

As I look over all the facts, I find myself wanting and guilty of condemning to death an innocent man, or 
maybe more than just a man, a god become man perhaps? So how can men kill a god? 

My head is still dizzy with still unanswered questions, and the moon is high above in the night sky. I have 
the parchment, quill, and ink on the table, but this letter will have to wait until morning. Tiberius will have to 
wait one more day for this report. Whatever happens, happens, by the will of the gods.... or should I say...God? 


Pontius Pilatus 
Gubernator Iudeae 
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A STRANGE JOURNEY 


The young man found himself in some sort of tunnel. It was a swirling tunnel that seemed to be made up of 
radiant light. This radiant tunnel of light seemed to revolve around and around, pointing to some kind of 
distant vortex which seemed to grow nearer and nearer. 

At first, he felt himself being pulled through this strange tunnel rather slowly, then, the speed picked up. He 
managed to see through the sides of the tunnel the blackness of the night sky filled with an array of heavenly 
stars. These were the same stars he saw night after night, now; they seemed closer, even closer still. 

He thought back to the warm, summer nights when he often lay down in the grassy hills near the olive groves. 
He would look up into the sky and imagine he was father Abraham, seeing the same evening stars, those 
twinkling, tiny lamps that gave testimony to God’s splendid creation, the same God whose promise was fulfilled 
so many thousands of years ago, that through him, a nation would be born. 

Now these same stars became a white blur as they rushed passed him, or perhaps it was he who was rushing 
past them through this strange tunnel of light. 

As he looked to the far distant radiant vortex, he noticed a star which was brighter than all the others which 
were around him. The star grew in size as he moved through the tunnel, faster and faster. 

The star seemed to take on a certain shape as he got nearer. He saw that the shape took on the appearance 
took on the of a four-square city of a whitish-golden glow. He saw a wall, a wall that seemed to stretch for miles 
and miles and appeared to have no end. 

Beyond the walls lay the city itself in a dazzling array of multi-colors. The tunnel of light ended suddenly 
and the young man found himself suspended high above the city looking down. 

Gazing down upon the golden city he observed a multitude of heavenly hosts array in dazzling white tunics 
with golden belts around their waists. Their feet were shod with golden sandals encrusted with all sorts of 
precious stones. No doubt these beings were angels as they also had enormous white wings which were folded 
behind their backs. 

The angels were all busy at work, building and inlaying precious stones in mansions of all sorts and sizes. 
As far as his eyes could see, there was construction work going on. It seemed that this entire city was getting 
prepared, prepared for some event, a very special event. 

As the young man continued to look out over the golden celestial metropolis, he saw one of the angels looking 
up at him. The angel opened up his radiant white wings and flew upward towards him. In a matter of seconds, 
they were face to face, both suspended above the glowing city of golden white light. 

“Peace and blessings to you son of Adam,” spoke the angel with a resounding voice. 

“And to you angel, blessings and peace,” replied the young man at the wonder of this entire splendor. 

“Welcome to the Kingdom of Heaven, the great city of the King,” continued the angel. 

“I’ve heard that name before,” replied the young man. “I’ve heard it mentioned by a dear friend of mine. 
To whom does this city belong?” 

“It is the city of the King,” spoke the angel with pride, “The KING of kings and LORD of lords, the creator 
of the universe and all that is in it. It also belongs to all who are HIS and to all who believe on HIS name.” 

“T see,” spoke the young man, “I see all the heavenly hosts down there busy building all those glorious 
mansions. Are they not for you who believe on HIS name, you, who indeed belong to HIM?” 

“Indeed,” replied the angel, “we do belong to HIM and we believe on HIS name who is HOLY, but this city 
is built for all redeemed man, for all men and women, great and small who have trusted and who will trust in 
the complete work of redemption of the LAMB.” 

“Redemption?” questioned the young man, “Redemption from what?” 

“From the curse of sin,” replied the angel. “The sin which all mankind has inherited from Adam, who is 
father of all who breathe the breath of life Oh Son of Man.” 

“And how,” questioned the young man, “is this redemption to be fulfilled?” 

“The blood,” replied the angel, “For without blood there can be no remission of sins.” 

“But that is the reason for the sacrifices,” answered the young man. “We have daily sacrifices at the temple. 
The priests and Levites take bulls and goats and...” 

“They are but shadows, oh man,” interrupted the angel. 

“Shadows?” questioned the young man. 
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“Yes,” replied the angel, “shadows of things to come, mere shadows of He who has come to fulfill all the 
prophesies of the Torah and the Prophets. It is He who walks among you this very day.” 

The young man stood there wondering, wondering and marveling at the words of the angel. Just who could 
this be he thought? Did he know him? The angel seemed to know his thoughts. 

“It is He who teaches in the synagogues, the essence of the Torah and of the Prophets. It is He who makes 
the words of Moses come to life, gives sight to blinds eyes, and strengthens the legs of the lame. It is He who 
heals all sort of infirmities. He is the one who comforts the sorrowful and who embraces the children.” The 
angel stood there gazing into the eyes of the young man, hoping that the words would enlighten his soul. 

The young man just stood there, suspended high above the holy city of God, thinking, contemplating over 
the words of the angel. As he was deep in thought, only one person came to mind. Only one person could meet 
that description. 

“Could it be my dear friend Yeshua?” asked the young man, looking deep into the eyes of the angel. 

“Indeed,” replied the angel with joy, knowing now that understanding had reached and penetrated his soul. 
“Your heart has revealed the truth to you, and this same Yeshua will suffer at the hands of sinners. He will be 
mocked and stricken, he will be despised and chastised with whips, and by His stripes will all mankind receive 
healing.” 

“Those are the words of the Prophet Isaiah.” said the young man, still deep in thought. 

“Indeed,” replied the angel, “and that prophecy will soon come to pass.” 

“But who would want to hurt my dear friend Yeshua?” asked the young man a little perplexed. “He has 
done no harm to anyone, only good has he done.” 

“Does a lamb offend so that a serpent will strike?” asked the angel, gazing intensely into the eyes of the 
young man. “Nay, yet the serpent will indeed strike the lamb and the shepherd will be slain, yet the shepherd- 
lamb will rise from the dead on the third day. Hear this oh man, the serpent’s head will then be crushed and 
only then will the captives that lie in Abraham’s bosom be set free. The Son of Man will take the key of life and 
open Heaven’s gate to receive the redeemed. All those who sleep in the dust of the earth, from righteous Abel 
to him that will be at the side of the lamb will inherit this same city which you now see.” 

The young man marveled at the angel’s words, taking in all this wonderful news. 

“And how do you come to know all this?” asked the young man 

“It has been revealed to me by the Father,” answered the angel. “It is He who knows all that will come to 
pass, and as the Father thus wills all that is to come, so does the Son give testimony to the Father by His 
obedience, even unto death.” 

“When will all this occur?” asked the young man, his questioning eyes gazing into the angel’s. 

“Soon,” answered the angel, “very soon, but I must now return unto my labors below as you must return to 
yours, as you are being called back. Soon, very soon we will meet again and this City of God will be your 
inheritance as one of the redeemed by the blood of the lamb.” 

The angel then opened his snow-white wings, aglow with the Shekinah light and flew back down to the streets 
of the City of God. There he rejoined the rest of the multitude of heavenly hosts, and continued to build inlaying 
precious stones in the mansions of the redeemed. 

The young man just stood there, hovering above the City of God. He watched the angel as he returned to 
his work with the others, becoming just a tiny speck amidst the vast multitude of heavenly beings. He stood in 
awe, taking in the glorious splendor of Heaven. How he wished he could stay, being a part of the heavenly host. 

All of a sudden, he heard a voice. It was a voice of thunder, a voice of command, of infinite authority. He 
felt the air vibrate around him; the resonating voice seemed to engulf him completely, seemingly to draw him 
away from this heavenly realm. Indeed, he felt now that he was being drawn away, entering the same tunnel 
of light which brought him to this city of peace. 

He felt himself being pulled away, faster and faster. As he looked back, he saw the Kingdom of Heaven 
growing smaller and smaller until it looked like just another one of the bright stars of the heavens. 

Around and around he traveled, feeling an unseen force which, he could not explain, a force which pulled 
him through this strange tunnel of glowing, pulsating light. He observed around him all the stars of heaven 
going past him, leaving behind them small tails of light. 

Up ahead, he noticed a small, round object of blue and white color. The object got bigger second by second. 
He then noticed brown and green mixed with the blue and white colors. The object then got so big that it 
seemed to engulf him completely. The he noticed familiar objects; trees, hills, and mountains. He noticed a 
familiar countryside of green meadows and date palms. He finally saw something very familiar, it was his own 
house. Behind his house was a small, rocky hill. He felt himself being drawn into that that hill, a hill that 
harbored an empty tomb. 
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Suddenly, everything went dark. He felt confined, lying down on a hard, stone surface. He felt bound by 
cloth and a horrible stench of death permeated the pitch-dark atmosphere. Then suddenly, a voice rang out, a 
voice that he recognized, the voice of a friend, his master, his teacher, the voice of God, saying... 


“Lazarus, come forth!” 
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DREAMS OF FIRE 


Antonius Flavius Aquila sat down to breakfast at the large ornate wooden table in his Pompeii Villa. It was 
a villa of luxury built with the many denarii and aureii gained during his tenure in the Senate of Rome. All, 
however, was not earned by honor, but by corruption and bribery, of turning a blind eye in the face of justice. 

For a few hundred denarii, another innocent Roman became another resident of the Mamertine (notorious 
prison in Rome), and the heart of Antonius was hardened even more. He was very much a part of the 
corruption of Rome, even though he tried to justify his actions with the desire to provide the best for his family. 
His wife and son, however, wanted none of it. 

He raised his hand and motioned for his household slaves to bring him his breakfast meal. They came to 
him with roasted fish, cereal, and some bread, with honey, figs, and dates. They also filled his silver goblet with 
wine and set it also before him on the table together with the breakfast food. The slaves then returned to do 
other household chores leaving Antonius to have breakfast alone. 

he lifted up his silver goblet and looked toward the mosaic image of his wife Julia. The tile image stared at 
him like a ghost from the past on the wall across from the table. The coal black eyes of the image reminded 
him of his blackened soul. 

“Hail Julia, the love of my life, I miss you so,” cried Antonius as he lifted his silver goblet toward the image, 
and then sipped some wine from the cup. Julia was indeed a woman of Rome, a patrician of a noble family 
whose voice cried out for the needy, the indigent, and for justice. Her noble ideals clashed with those of 
Antonius. Many times, she lifted up her voice in protest to the injustices of Antonius, his voice rose above that 
of Julia so as to silence her protests. 

In the last few years, she became a shell of her once robust being, a shadow in the darkness instead of a light 
for justice. A light snuffed out by the injustices of Antonius, and others of the senate. Over the years, Antonius 
made a few enemies, so he thought the move to Pompeii would be good for his family. The villa and costly 
estate brought no change to Julia. Rome had taken its toll on Julia, wife of Antonius Flavius Aquila. 

She took refuge in the garden of the Villa, eating hardly anything. She just sat on one of the stone lectii 
lined with velvet cushions, surrounded by the beauty of flowers, a fountain, and a statue of the god Jupiter. 
Day by day she would look out toward the distant olive groves. Her eyes followed the birds, wishing that she 
too would have wings, to fly away from the memory of corruption. Her eyes would look past the olive groves 
to the mountain called Vesuvius, wishing she could somehow hide out in one of its many caves, never to be 
found. 

It was one March morning when Antonius came down to breakfast, that he went out into the garden. He 
found Julia lying down on the velvet cushions of a stone sofa, thinking her asleep, he went to awaken her only 
to find her cold corpse with a vial of poison in her outstretched hand. 

He would have to live with his “ides of March”, the price of Roman corruption had followed him to Pompeii. 
He would have rather faced an assassin’s dagger than see his beloved Julia dead, and by her own hand at that. 
Her once lively voice now silenced forever. 

Marcellus, son of Antonius lay asleep in his room on the second floor of his family’s Pompeian villa. 
Suddenly, the earth began to shake and rumble from below, there was a loud noise of an explosion of some sort. 
The sky turned dark and the air became hot, so hot that it was hard to breathe. Small white stones began to 
fall like heavy rain drops all around the villa; on the roof, in the garden, stones dropped and floated in the 
fountain. More stones began to fall, larger ones, stones glowing with red hot fire hit the roof, breaking off bits 
and pieces of tile. 

As the air became more and more heated, a hot white powder began to fall mixed with the falling stones. 
The hot air was now painful to breath in, the smoke and fire seemed to come from the mountain called Vesuvius. 
Marcellus clutched his throat as breathing became more and more painful. The white-powdery substance 
burned his eyes. Finally, he passed out. 

When he opened his eyes, it was day light. He was lying on his bed. The birds in the garden were chirping. 
He quickly got out of bed and ran to the window overlooking the garden. He gazed at the countryside beyond 
the garden and observed the mountain called Vesuvius in the distance. 
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It was the same as ever, a tall monument of earth and stone overlooking the cities of Pompeii and 
Herculaneum. A few clouds covered the peak but there was neither fire nor smoke. Marcellus realized it was 
a dream, yes, a dream. But what could the dream mean? All dreams had meanings. Just as the dream of Jacob 
and the ladder had a meaning, so did this one, but what was the meaning? 

Marcellus got up from his bed, put on his tunic and sandals, and went down stairs to the dining area where 
his father was having breakfast. 

“Good morning father,” greeted Marcellus with his usual smile. 

“Good morning son,” replied his father rather coldly. Antonius had undergone a change since moving to 
Pompeii. Even though he retired from the senate of Rome, his thoughts still returned to the corrupt activities 
he had been a part of. He could not escape his own conscience, and it showed. 

“IT am going to meet with Claudia father,” replied Marcellus. “I would dine with you but she is waiting for 
me”. 

“Yes,” said Antonius, getting up from the table, “go and meet with your Claudia. Do you really take me 
for a blind fool?” Antonius walked slowly toward his son. Marcellus was surprised at his father’s response. 

“What do you mean father? I don’t understand?” 

“There have been rumors about secret meetings of Christians, Marcellus,” said Antonius coldly. “You and 
Claudia have been seen with them.” 

Marcellus just stared at his father. So, he knew, somehow, he found out. He dare not deny his new-found 
faith in Israel’s Messiah, knowing that many had already sacrificed their lives at the mere sport of previous 
emperors. 

“Have you nothing to say Marcellus?” asked his father. 

“Yes father,” replied Marcellus standing erect, “I am a Christian and Claudia too.” 

“By the gods!” roared Antonius, “have you any idea how many denarii I’ve had to spend to keep certain 
people quiet by not sending a message to Rome saying; ‘The son of Antonius Flavius Aquila is part of the sect 
known as Christians.’ 

“Who knows?” he continued, “we might lose all this” waving his hands around looking at the villa. 

“It’s always money and everything material, isn’t it father?” replied Marcellus more boldly, “did you ever 
think, father, that there is more to life than just money and power?” 

“Everything you see here I built for you and your mother.” replied Antonius, “But your mother didn’t 
appreciate it,” pointing to her tile image on the wall. 

“How could she?” replied Marcellus, “knowing how this place was built with blood money of innocent 
Romans, money that closed your eyes to justice and truth. She couldn’t live with that” 

“It was hard on your mother,” said Antonius looking down at the ornate tile floor. 

“Rome took mother’s life,” snapped Marcellus, “so many times she cried out for justice and your voice and 
actions always silenced hers. She couldn’t live with that anymore. 

“Your mother took her own life,” Antonius said quietly, “You were still young” 

“But not too young as not to remember the look in her eyes, of anguish and sadness, you and Rome drove 
her to her death,” replied Marcellus. 

“Remember son, you too are a Roman.” 

“Don’t remind me father.” cried Marcellus as he turned his back to his father, walking quickly to the 
entrance of the Villa. Antonius just stood there watching his son leave the house. Marcellus turned once more 
to his father. He still loved his father, and his heart went out to him. 

“Father, why don’t you come with me and Claudia to our meeting and listen to what is said about the 
master?” said Marcellus hoping for the best. 

“Just go,” yelled Antonius, “go follow your dead Jew and see where it gets you. Don’t be surprised if you 
find yourself in front of a gladiator’s sword. I can’t protect you forever”. 

Marcellus looked at his father sadly, if only he could understand the truth. 

“He isn’t dead father, he lives, he lives in the hearts of all those who follow him. His spirit lives in all who 
believe in him, even if it means facing the gladius or wild beasts.” With those words, he left the house and went 
out into the street. 

He would look for Claudia in the usual place, at the forum in front of the temple of Apollo, right under the 
sun dial. As he made his way to the busy forum, he continued to think about his mother. Oh, how he missed 
her, if only she had not taken her own life. 

The move to Pompeii was somewhat sudden. Antonius sought peace and safety from the life of Rome, as 
there were those who sought his life for his misdeeds. Pompeii would be like a city of refuge he thought, not 
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only for him but for his family. But Rome had taken its toll on Julia. Unable to help those who fell to the fate 
of the Mamertine, or to the jaws of beasts, she decided to join them by her own hand. 

The forum was just ahead. Marcellus looked toward the temple of Apollo and found the sundial, but Claudia 
wasn’t there. He noticed that there was a group of Pompeiians gathered in the middle of the forum. He heard 
the voice of one crying out as if giving a speech, a speech of warning. As Marcellus approached the crowd, he 
saw Claudia on the outskirts listening attentively. He approached her and put his hand on her shoulder. 

“Oh Marcellus, ’m glad you’re here,” she said with an anxious voice. “It’s Sosthenes, the Greek. He is 
going to speak to our group today but he chooses first to speak to this crowd of mockers.” 

“Indeed,” replied Marcellus, “he has valor and courage like a gladiator.” 

Both Claudia and Marcellus continued to listen. They now formed part of the crowd which now pressed 
closely around this old, bearded stranger from Greece. 

“Oh, people of Pompeii,” continued the stranger, “Rome has sinned a great sin against the Almighty God. 
Rome has destroyed his holy temple in Jerusalem and has stolen its treasures”. 

“Which god?” cried out one from the crowd. 

“The God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob,” answered the stranger. “The only one God who created the 
heavens and the earth. He has seen the corruption of Rome and the injustice toward man. He has seen the 
idolatry and sin of this city too. He will therefore come down and destroy Pompeii with fire, brimstone, smoke, 
and ash. Judgment will come from your mountain you call Vesuvius. Judgment will be swift for God will not 
be mocked. Your city will reap the whirlwind. Woe unto you people of Pompeii and Herculaneum, flee while 
you can, flee to the sea to escape judgment.” 

By this time, the people had started to laugh and mock the stranger. “Get out of here Greek!” said one. 
“This city has too much life to die,” said another. Just then, two burly gladiators pushed through the crowd 
grabbed the stranger by the arms and pushed him to the ground. 

“Go preach doom to another city old man!” said one of the gladiators. 

“The gold, silver, wine, and women keep this city alive.” said the other as he gave the stranger a hard kick 
to his ribs. 

“Sosthenes,” cried Claudia as she pushed through the crowd, falling by his side to protect him, “Leave him 
alone!” Her words were followed by a few rotten tomatoes and some old fruit being cast at Sosthenes as he lay 
on the ground, staining his beard and clothing. 

“Ah, the lady Claudia to the rescue, eh?” remarked one of the gladiators, “then see to it that this old man 
stays out of trouble, we don’t need any prophets of doom here.” 

The two gladiators then left the crowd which then also dispersed, continuing their routine business in and 
around the forum. Marcellus then came near and helped Claudia get Sosthenes to his feet. After a few minutes 
they were alone, and no one else paid any attention to the three. 

“Sosthenes,” said Claudia somewhat upset, “were you not told to go straight to the house of Gaius the 
fisherman?” 

“Ah yes,” replied Sosthenes, shaking off the dust, dirt, and rotten fruit from his clothing, “but I couldn’t 
resist speaking to these Pompeiians. They must be warned just as Noah warned the people of his time.” 

“And no one paid any attention to Noah, did they?” replied Marcellus, helping the old man to remove the 
rest of the rotten fruit from his tunic. 

“This is my beloved, Marcellus,” said Claudia, “he is also a believer in our Messiah from Nazareth. 

“IT am glad to meet you Marcellus,” replied Sosthenes, fully regaining his footing. “I am used to this my 
brother, these are the things one must endure for God. At least I have not been stoned like Paul.” 

The three then made their way toward the house of Gaius the fisherman, whose house was near the sea port 
of Pompeii. 

“Sosthenes, what happened to you?” exclaimed Gaius as he opened the door to let the three in. 

“A little problem convincing the crowd of impending doom,” replied Sosthenes, sitting down in a rustic 
wooden chair near the kitchen area. The ordeal with the crowd and the walk to the sea port wore him out. 

“What are you talking about?” replied Gaius, rather bewildered. 

“T will explain my dear friend,” said Sostenes rather calmly. “Will all the families arrive soon?” 

“Yes,” said Gaius, “I have sent word to all of them that you would be here with a special message.” 

“That’s good. Now I would like to wash and have a little something to eat and drink” replied Sostenes, as 
he pulled his chair next to the wooden kitchen table, in the humble house of Gaius the fisherman. 

Gaius and his wife went to the kitchen and brought back some food for Sostenes. He then washed his hands 
in a small wooden bowl and enjoyed a meal of figs, dates, and some roasted fish with bread. Gaius then poured 
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some wine in a little wooden cup and handed it to Sosthenes. He broke the bread and lifted up the wine, reciting 
the blessing. 

As he was eating, the Christian families started to arrive. Before long, the humble house of Gaius was filled 
with men, women, and children who had placed their trust in the resurrected Yeshua, Messiah of Israel, and 
the hope of all mankind. 

As Sosthenes got up from the table, Gaius motioned to the people to sit down on the floor. All eyes were now 
on Sostenes, the old Greek believer from Athens. 

He made his way to the front of the large room, which now seemed small on account of all the people. Gaius 
set a chair for him to sit down. Once seated, Sosthenes started his discourse. 

“My dearly beloved brothers and sisters of Pompeii, I wish you peace and the believers of Athens also send 
greetings and peace.” 

“Peace to you also, amen,” replied the crowd in unison. There were about 50 gathered together in the house 
of Gaius. 

“For those who don’t know me, my name is Sostenes,” he began. “I am a devote Jew from Athens. I am also 
a follower of our Messiah Yeshua who was foretold by the prophets of old” 

“It was during the feast of Passover that I and some other Jews from Greece went to Jerusalem for the event. 
We had heard when we got there that a certain man named Lazarus was raised from the dead, and that the 
man “Yeshua” was the one who gave life unto him again. 

“Now, we asked ourselves, if this man Yeshua could possibly be the Messiah that the Torah speaks of, we 
would have to seek him out and meet him personally. We found his followers and spoke to one called Phillip 
and asked him if we could see Yeshua. He then went and told another named Andrew. They went and returned 
to us with Yeshua, who was very happy to meet us.” (John 12:20) 

“He then confirmed our hopes and the miracle with Lazarus. He revealed to us the prophecies from the 
Torah concerning himself. He also told us that now, his time was at an end, and that he would accomplish the 
purpose for which he came into the world. We could not understand his saying, but later we understood. It 
was when we saw this same Yeshua hanging from a Roman cross.” 

“Our souls were parted in pieces, but we also understood that the prophecies of the Torah concerning Him 
had to be fulfilled. “Now, almost 50 years later, Yeshua again spoke to me through his Holy Spirit. It was 
through a dream, a strange dream. It was a dream of fire, smoke, destruction, death, and judgment, the 
destruction, my dear brothers and sisters, of your city Pompeii and your neighbor Herculaneum. The fire of 
judgment will come from the mountain you call Vesuvius.” 

At that time, others from the group of believers stood up and spoke. 

“T too had a similar dream.” And another said, “I too dreamed of fire coming from the mountain.” Then 
Marcellus slowly stood up and said; 

“T have had that dream for the past three nights.” 

Claudia looked at him with wide, wondering eyes of awe. She pressed her hand in his and said; “I also had 
the dream.” 

Sostenes, with wide open eyes looked around the room slowly nodding his head. “Then it is confirmed among 
all of you. Judgment is indeed to fall upon this city. God is not mocked, for in destroying his holy house, now 
the house of Rome will fall.” 

“But when?” asked one, “When will this occur?” 

“The LORD has hidden this from me,” answered Sostenes, “but I will enquire of the LORD right now.” 

Sostenes slowly turned and prostrated himself on the floor of the fisherman’s house. The believers in the 
room were all quiet, and waiting. All eyes were on Sostenes. The lips of Sosthenes moved but no sound came 
out. Then, he was quiet, deathly still. After what seemed to be an eternity of tension, he slowly got to his feet. 
His eyes showed a mixture of fear and awe. Then he spoke his oracle. 

“Thus, says the LORD of hosts; Hear ye people of Pompeii and Herculaneum, thou hast lived a life of ease, 
pride, and arrogance, praying to gods that are not. By the hands of your emperor Titus, my holy house in 
Jerusalem was laid waste, burned with the fire of hate. Now, your houses will be laid waste with my fire of 
judgment that will proceed from my chosen mountain called Vesuvius. My fire and ashes will cover your cities 
and they will lay forgotten for a season. For on this day, the twenty and fourth day of this month of Augustus, 
will judgment fall. Run my children, run to the sea and sail away to safety. Tarry not for judgment is here.” 

Sostenes dropped his hands to his side. All the people in the room were deathly quiet, deep in thought, in 
unbelief. Then they started to talk among themselves. 

“The twenty-fourth day of August, that’s today, we have no time to lose!” said one. 

Gaius the fisherman spoke next. 
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“T have ready three fishing vessels outside tied to the docks; we need only water and provisions” 

Then yet another spoke; 

“I have two boats in the boat houses in Herculaneum. I will get them and bring them here; I need only a 
few men to help me.” At that he left quickly followed by four other men of the group. 

Another spoke up; 

“IT am a close friend of Pliny the Elder. He is at Misenum in charge of the Roman fleet. I believe he will lend 
me a few vessels.” 

“Go quickly,” cried Gaius, “all of you return to your homes and gather some food and vessels of water. We 
shall all meet back here at the docks. Sostenes, you shall stay here with me.” 

Sostenes, the old Greek nodded and sat down. 

“May the LORD delay his judgment until we are all gathered back together again!” 

“T shall return home and warn my father and the household slaves.” said Marcellus as he embraced Claudia. 

“T too will return home and warn my parents.” replied Claudia, “But I know that they will take me as a 
fool.” 

“We shall meet back at the boat docks as Gaius directed.” said Marcellus as they broke their embrace and 
took to the streets of Pompeii. 

The group of believers was soon headed back to their homes as fast as their feet would carry them. Marcellus 
passed the Forum, heading toward the street that lead up to his father’s villa. As he approached his home, he 
looked into the garden and saw that his father had some guests. The slaves were also busy serving some wine 
and food to them. He approached his father quietly and with due respect. 

“Salutat dear father,” said Marcellus as he bowed in reverence. 

“Ah, Marcellus my son,” replied Antonius lifting a silver cup with wine, “I am sure you know my two friends 
from the senate at Rome, ex-senators Quintus and Marcus.” 

The two other men nodded at Marcellus, lifting their hands in greeting. 

“It is a pleasure to see you again, dear friends of my father,” replied Marcellus. 

“The pleasure is ours,” responded the two with a smile. 

“Father, I must warn you,” began Marcellus, “we must leave Pompeii at once, there is danger.” 

“Danger?” questioned Antonius. “What sort of danger?” 

“The mountain called Vesuvius will rain down fire and ashes. This whole city will be covered. All will be 
destroyed, lost. This is the judgment of God.” ended Marcellus excitedly. 

Antonius just sat there on one of the garden’s stone Jectus, hanging his head with a deep sigh. Marcus and 
Quintus looked at each other and then at Marcellus with looks of confusion and disbelief. 

“And just where did you hear that?” questioned Antonius, looking sternly at his son. 

“From Sostenes, an old man from Athens, and...” 

“A Greek!” interrupted Marcus with a laugh, “so that was the commotion at the Forum early this morning.” 

“Those Greeks are all actors, always into drama,” added Quintus, looking at Antonius and then to 
Marcellus. “But tell me dear son of Antonius” continued Quintus, “which god will bring this judgment?” 

With nerves of iron and a deep breath, Marcellus revealed his faith to the party of three there in the garden. 

“The God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob who is also called Yeshua. The only One God who came to earth 
in human form to save all mankind from sin. It is he who will bring judgment to this city.” 

The three men just sat there at the ornate marble table in the middle of the garden, looking up a Marcellus. 
Their eyes spoke of wonder and disbelief, hearing the words that came out of the only son of Antonius. 

“Now my son speaks as a Jew as well as a Christian” responded Antonius rather angrily. “You see my dear 
friends,” continued Antonius, “Marcellus my son belongs to this sect called ‘Christians.’ Much to my 
disappointment he has abandoned the gods of Rome to worship this “Jesus of Nazareth” or as the Jews called 
him, “Yeshua.” 

“But didn’t Rome put him to death under Pontius Pilate?” questioned Quintus. “I believe I remember seeing 
that report which was sent to Tiberius so many years ago.” 

“His followers claim he rose from the dead” said Marcus quietly. 

“Nonsense,” replied Antonius loudly, “these Christians have caused nothing but trouble in Rome with their 
ridiculous teachings.” 

“Trouble?” questioned Quintus, “how?” 

“Why they burned Rome to the ground,” replied Antonius, “when Nero was emperor.... 

“Oh Antonius,” interrupted Quintus, “it was Nero himself who torched Rome, him and his praetorian guard. 
The Christians were only his scape goats, quite impossible for them to have done such a thing what with their 
teachings of peace and love.” 
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“You speak treason!” replied Antonius, now standing erect before his friends, “I could have you arrested 
for speaking so about an emperor.” 

“Sit down Antonius,” replied Quintus rather annoyed. “I know several Romans who would pay many aureii 
to have some Cacius or Brutus place a dagger in your gut dear friend. Hail Caesar!” he said mockingly, raising 
his almost empty silver cup toward Antonius. 

Antonius glared down at his friend and then slowly sat down, his eyes still flashing anger toward his friend. 

“But come now Antonius, we are good friends, are we not?” replied Quintus smiling. “I would never do 
such a thing. What are a few hundred aureii between you and me? Now about these Christians,” continued 
Quintus, “Why don’t you ask Marcus here about them?” why he would know more about them, wouldn’t you 
Marcus?” now looking intensely at his other friend. 

Up to now, Marcus had almost nothing to say. He just sat there with a silver wine cup in his hand. He 
seemed though to be deep in thought. 

“T have nothing to say,” replied Marcus quietly, not even looking at Quintus. 

“I think you do my friend,” said Quintus, “your silence speaks for you. Tell Antonius about your son Flavius. 
Remember you are among friends.” 

Marcus finally looked up at his two friends. 

“My son Flavius is also a Christian,” he said softly. 

“Flavius?” said Marcellus, “Yes, I believe I know him. He brings us the bread from the market place for 
our meetings. I deeply admire his devotion and his love for our LORD.” 

Marcus, upon hearing Marcellus continued to speak, but now with more courage. 

“My son is a changed person since following the teachings of this Jesus. He is more helpful around the house. 
Why he even helps the slaves with their chores, something he never would have thought doing before...” 

“You see Antonius,” interrupted Quintus, “much benefit could come from this sect called ‘Christianity’, or 
“The Way” as some of these people call themselves. Just imagine Rome with these Christians, more love, less 
corruption, more peace toward fellow man as they often times say. Rome would be a very different place if 
these Christians had their way, wouldn’t you say so my dear Antonius?” 

Antonius just sat there looking at Quintus, then at his son, but said nothing. He seemed to be pondering the 
words of Quintus, and the testimony of Marcus concerning his son Flavius. A Christian Rome! What would 
the world make of it? 

“Please, I beg you all,” said Marcellus now with a worried look on his face, “We don’t have much time, we 
have boats at the docks and we are gathering provisions what with the city marked for destruction....” 

“Marcellus,” interrupted Antonius, “My friends and I have business to discuss and we can’t be bothered 
with the tales of a fanatical old Greek.” 

“It was nice seeing you again Marcellus,” said Quintus with a broad smile, lifting his silver cup toward one 
of the slaves to have it refilled with wine. 

With tears in his eyes, Marcellus turned quickly and left the garden. He hurried through the streets of 
Pompeii forgetting all about gathering provisions from his house. The attitude and disbelief of his father and 
his friends saddened him, but what more could he do? Noah also announced judgment in the time of the flood, 
But no one believed him. He made his way through the Forum and hurried in the direction of the docks. 

As he approached, he saw that there was a great crowd already loading provisions aboard the boats, with 
Claudia among them. He would do his part with the loading as well. Suddenly, he felt a rumbling sound 
beneath his feet. The sound grew louder, now the ground started to shake. Then he heard a loud noise like an 
explosion. He looked toward Mt. Vesuvius and saw that black smoke and fire were coming from the top. 

He observed a column of black and white smoke reaching far into the sky and then breaking off into what 
seemed to be branches. The sky slowly turned dark, blotting out the sun. Small white pebbles mixed with 
blacked stones started to fall from the sky, hitting roofs of houses and buildings. The noise was like a violent 
rainstorm, but worse. The pebbles and rocks brought with them a smell like sulfur. The air all around grew 
hotter and hotter. Then he heard a voice calling his name, it was Claudia. 

“Marcellus, hurry, we need to leave now!” she shouted from the boat she was near. Marcellus looked back 
in the direction of his home. His thoughts went to his father. He must save him from this now evident judgment 
of fire from Vesuvius. 

“T must go back for my father,” shouted Marcellus. 

“We haven’t the time,” cried Claudia, “Please; I don’t want to lose you!” 

Marcellus didn’t think twice, he turned and ran back toward the city. When he reached the Forum, people 
were crying out to each other, hardly being able to see amidst the falling ash which now blanketed the city. The 
citizens of Pompeii were running to and fro in mass confusion. The air was now hot and suffocating, being 
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almost impossible to breathe and see ahead. Marcellus took a piece of cloth and covered his mouth hoping to 
filter out the deadly sulfur fumes which now poisoned the air. 

The volcano continued to throw out burning rocks and ash. Lava bombs were everywhere. Only the LORD 
could protect him from the falling fire. As he ran toward the direction of his house, he saw Lucius, one of his 
household slaves running towards him. 

“Marcellus, where are you going?” cried Lucius amidst the cries of the crowd around them. 

“I must rescue my father!” cried Marcellus, with eyes wide with fear. 

“It’s too late master Marcellus,” replied the slave with tears in his eyes, “the ground opened up under the 
house and garden, and the walls fell in. Your father and his friends were buried under the walls. I am sorry 
master, only I was able to escape alive.” 

“Oh father,” cried Marcellus, burying his face in his hands, “why didn’t you listen? Oh, why did you not 
heed the warning? Now it’s too late.” 

“We must hurry Master Marcellus, to the boat docks!” said Lucius, grabbing Marcellus by the arms. The 
two ran through the streets in the direction of the boat docks. 

The volcano was now in full force. It seemed like all hell had come to the surface of the earth. Fire and 
smoke shot high into the sky. The air was thick with choking gases and sulfur fumes. All around them burning 
rocks were falling, red hot with glowing fire. The lava bombs were hitting buildings and people all around. 
Marcellus and Lucius passed a poor dog in the agony of death, being slowly covered with hot ash. Many people 
now lay still in the ash covered streets, slowly being covered with the volcano’s blanket of death. 

As the two hurried along the streets towards the seaport, they passed a small girl about two years old crying 
and hugging her mother. The mother lay dead in the street, her head split open and a smoldering red-hot rock 
lay beside her. 

Marcellus didn’t think twice. He rushed over and picked up the whimpering little girl and continued to run 
toward the boat docks with the house slave Lucius. Finally, they could see the boats at the docks already sailing 
away. The air and wind were hot and there was a continuous rain of hot ash and burning rocks all around. 
People all around them were screaming and crying out for their loved ones. 

With each breath, the intense volcanic heat and ash scorched the throats of the dying citizens of Pompeii. It 
seemed like the destruction of Sodom and Gomorra was being repeated. 

One boat was still tied to the dock. The people on board were shouting to the two who were running towards 
them. Marcellus noticed that Claudia was there, standing near the mooring. She caught sight of Marcellus as 
he ran alongside of Lucius. 

“Marcellus, hurry, we need to leave now!” cried Claudia. 

“Here Claudia,” shouted Marcellus, “Take this little girl,” and he passed the whimpering child to his 
beloved. Then Marcellus and Lucius loosened the ropes that held the boat fast to the dock and pushed the boat 
away. Then with all their strength, both jumped into the boat. 

“Let’s go!” cried Gaius the fisherman when he saw that the two were safe on board. 

A few men pulled hard on the oars while a few others pulled up the sail. The hot wind quickly filled the sail 
and the boat was off, sailing away from the docks of Pompeii. Burning rocks and ash continued to fall all 
around them. The water around the boat sizzled and boiled as the red-hot lava bombs hit the surface with all 
violent force. 

The men in the boat strained at the oars, pulling hard against the waves to catch up with the other boats 
which carried the believers. Finally, the five boats were together. Gaius looked around at the boats, and when 
he saw that they were all together, began thinking about a destination. The five boats kept up a swift pace, 
making distance from the burning inferno of Pompeii. When they were a good distance away, Gaius called out 
to get the attention of all. 

The people aboard the boats were talking amongst themselves, wondering about their destination. Gaius 
could sense that, and they were quite right to wonder. They had to have some place to go, but where to? With 
a loud voice which carried to all five sailing vessels, Gaius stood up and began to speak. 

“Dear brothers and sisters in the LORD, today our God has saved us from the fire of his wrath against the 
cities of Pompeii and Herculaneum. Yes, we will miss our homes, but we will find new homes where we shall 
begin anew. Now, where will we go? There is the city of Paestum which is South by South East within a day’s 
sailing. With fair winds we shall get there shortly.” 

Gaius then sat down and ordered the men at the oars to take the lead. He motioned with his hand for the 
other boats to follow him. All the people nodded their heads in agreement. Paestum would be their destination 
and their home for the time being. 
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Sostenes got up and moved over to where Marcellus, Claudia, and Lucius were seated. “Paestum is a small 
city, but it does have some groups of believers. They will welcome us.” His voice was calm and assuring. There 
three sat there and smiled, embracing one another. Claudia now looked down at the little girl who was clinging 
tightly to her legs. 

“And this little girl?” she asked. 

“Her mother was dead,” responded Marcellus. “I picked her up on the way to the docks. I believe I did the 
right thing. I think the Master would have done the same.” 

“Yes,” replied Claudia who picked up the little girl, now holding her against her breasts. “You did the right 
thing; this little girl has a new family now.” 

“Well then,” said Marcellus, “since we are a family now, don’t you think it would be good to be united as 
man and wife, and receive the LORD’s blessing on our union?” 

Claudia looked up into the eyes of Marcellus, her own eyes filling with tears of joy. “With all my heart I will 
accept you, my dear Marcellus, as my husband.” 

The two then turned to Sostenes. “My dear brother Sostenes” began Marcellus, “Would you be willing to 
join us in marriage when we reach Paestum?” 

Sostenes nodded and smiled. “It would be an honor to join the two of you as man and wife.” 

Marcellus then turned to Lucius who was sitting by his side; “and you my dear Lucius, are no longer a slave 
but a free man, so don’t call me master any longer.” 

Lucius looked up at Marcellus, a broad smile of joy appearing on his face. He slowly got up and embraced 
Marcellus. 

“T would still like to be by your side. You, Claudia, and this little girl could be my family.” He said with 
happiness. 

“Then,” answered Marcellus, “By our side you shall be, however, you shall receive wages for your services, 
we can discuss that later when we get to safety.” 

Upon mentioning wages, Lucius reached down and unrolled some clothing revealing a medium sized leather 
bag. He untied the top showing the contents of several hundred silver denarii and gold aureii coins. 

“TI took these from your father’s house just before it collapsed Marcellus, I thought this money might come 
in useful in the future” said Lucius thoughtfully. 

Marcellus and Claudia looked into the bag. They could only imagine how many lives had been destroyed 
over the greed of silver and gold. But now, this silver and gold would have to be put to good use. 

“A heavy burden to bear” said Marcellus, now deep in thought. “Yes, this money will be useful. All these 
people in the boats have lost everything they owned. When we get to Paestum, we shall divide up the money 
and give each family an equal share. They will then have a little something to start their lives over again” 

Marcellus look into the eyes of Lucius and putting his hand on his shoulder he continued. 

“That will be your first duty as my accountant dear Lucius, to separate the silver and gold coins. Count all 
the coins and take a count of the people, then each family will receive an equal share of gold and silver.” 

“You are indeed generous Marcellus” said Lucius, “so unlike your father.” 

“My father did not know our LORD and Savior” replied Marcellus sadly. 

“I would like you to tell me more about Jesus” said Lucius, “I would so much like to be a part of this 
community of believers called “The Way”. 

“T will gladly tell you all that I know” replied Marcellus happily, “and Sostenes will tell you first hand of the 
Master of Nazareth.” 

“Yes” replied Sosthenes, as he put his hand on Lucius’ shoulder, “I met Jesus many years ago, and it seems 
like only yesterday. I will tell you about him.” 

Behind the boats lay the city of Pompeii, now being covered by lava and ash. 

The four looked behind one more time at the city of doom, now just a faint orange glow in the distance, the fire, 
smoke, and ashes, all a reminder of God’s fierce judgment against the empire of Rome. 


Denarius, denarii A silver coin from Rome (in singular and plural) 
Aureus, Aureii A gold coin from Rome (in singular and plural) 

Gladius A short Roman sword used for close combat 

Lectus, Lectii A stone sofa with cushions and pillows (singular, plural) 
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AUTHOR’S FINAL THOUGHTS: 


Some people may refer to erupting volcanoes, hurricanes, earthquakes, floods, etc....as disasters of nature, 
things that occur from time to time. Yet if we believe that God is in control of all things, even the things we call 
“events of nature,” then we can know for sure that His hand is in ALL things that occur. There is such a thing 
called “divine judgement” punishment or a result of constant sin and rebellion. We can see God’s hand in the 
eruption of Mt. Vesuvius. In 70 A.D. the Emperor Titus destroyed the temple in Jerusalem by fire. Nine years 
later, Pompeii and Herculaneum were destroyed by fire. Coincidence? or judgement from God? 


Ruins of a wealthy family’s home in Pompeii 
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ONE HANUKKAH IN AUSCHWITZ 


It was a very cold and snowy late afternoon when the prisoners of barracks 9 returned from their work. The 
bitter cold frost made the scrap metal stick to the men’s hands as the job required the prisoners to move 
mountains of metal from one place to another. 

At times, it rained and the mud made it even harder to maintain a firm footing while pushing and pulling 
the giant scraps of iron that would be melted down to make more weapons for Hitler’s war machine. Some 
were sent to I.B. Farben’s factory to work, but even that meant slave labor. 

The men were marched through the icy wind and snow flurries, clad in striped uniforms, ill-fitting shoes, 
thin jackets, and caps while the bitter Polish cold numbed their arms, hands, legs, and feet. 

Rabbi Faerman thought back a few years prior to his fateful transport from Kiev to the hell hold of 
Auschwitz. He pondered on the memories of family around the Sabbath Table, the lighting of the Shabbos 
candles, the prayers, his wife’s borscht, cholent, or fish with rich farm butter with black bread and cheese. 

His old synagogue came to memory, with the rustic wooden benches, the wooden ark with the Torah scrolls, 
and the people who attended faithfully on the Sabbath and high holy days. 

All these were just memories now. He looked around at the men in this marching group from barracks 9 
and recognized a few from his town near Kiev. They had also attended the synagogue faithfully, celebrating 
the high holy days, enjoying life as they could in spite of the war. Now, they were all together in this place of 
suffering and anguish, where future dreams went up in smoke, where thoughts of the family turned to ashes 
and dust as many became in this camp of death called Auschwitz. 

The weary group of men passed under the iron gates with the words “Arbeit Macht Frei” above, with 
sneering guards and capos on the right and left. Those words just echoed another Nazi lie. Yes, work would 
indeed make them free, free from the land of the living, free to return to the dust of the earth from which they 
were made. 

As the men marched passed the gates, rabbi Faerman looked to the right at the railroad track that led him 
and his family to this place of suffering and woe. He looked at the platform where he was separated from his 
dear wife and children, amidst growling, snarling dogs and screaming guards. 

He looked toward the crematorium chimneys that belched black smoke, where so many lives and dreams 
soared upward toward heaven. If only the God in heaven would someday bring justice to this act of human 
slaughter. 

The group finally stopped in front of barracks 9. The guard counted the group and gave the report to the 
officer in charge. For rabbi Faerman and the others of barracks 9, it would be so easy to hate these monsters 
who called themselves “soldiers of the Reich” but hate would eat away at their hearts and souls, and in the end, 
they would be just like them. No better than a capo with a truncheon, or guards and officers with mousers and 
lugers, or Dr. Mengele in his clinic of horrors. Either hate would conquer love, or love would conquer hate. The 
choice was theirs. 

Rabbi Faerman remembered the teaching of Torah. After all, did not God love the children of Israel, even 
when they were rebellious after having received the law? God could have rejected his people, and selected 
another. But no, the God of the universe chose to both forgive and keep on loving his children. Yes, he knew 
that love was better than hate, in the end; justice would be in the hands of the Almighty One of Israel. 

The hard thing to do in a place like this would be to put love and forgiveness into action. He knew what he 
had to do. He would not allow hate to conquer his spirit. He was a rabbi and represented the Torah of Adonai, 
he had to remember that. 

The evening count was given to the commandant. After that, the men formed a line and their dinner of 
watery potato or turnip soup was poured into small bowls, together with a few ounces of stale bread and cold 
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coffee. The lucky ones were in the back of the line. They would receive a bit more substance than liquid gruel, 
as the bottom of the pot revealed more potato or turnip substance which ended up in their bowls. 

Sometimes, the camp cooks would boil the rotten potatoes and turnips, making the soup somewhat rancid 
and bitter. Those who were “unlucky” to be at the end of the line got the rotten mush. Many who were hungry 
enough to eat it ended up getting sick. The sick could then report to the camp infirmary, thus skipping a day 
of work. At times, it was a fateful decision, because the sick many times received a very bitter medicine, a trip 
to the gas chamber and up the crematorium chimney in smoke. 

Yes, it was a hard life in camp, and many of those who would survive ended up with embittered souls in 
skeletal bodies. Others decided to end it all on the electric fence by their own hand. 

The men entered barracks 9. One by one they found their way to their bunks. The bunks were three 
high. Usually, three men slept in each bunk not to mention the lice that made their home in the men’s' flesh 
and hair. Fortunately, in barracks 9 there were only 50 men at that time, making the barracks less crowded 
than usual. 

The exhausted men sat down on their bunks. Some lay back and stared off into that seemed nothingness, 
trying to remember the pre-war years gone by, of family members gone by the way of ashes and dust. Some 
hoped of survival after this nightmare would be over. Others still held on to the hope of seeing loved ones again. 

Rabbi Faerman looked around at the men. Most were Russian Jews, but some were Bulgarian, Hungarian, 
and Polish Jews. In spite of the language difference, they all had Yiddish in common which made a common 
linguistic ground. The other common ground was the misery and suffering they all shared. They also shared 
the faint hope of survival. Would they survive this camp of hell and see an end to this war? 

“Where was God in a place like this?” they all seemed to wonder. The Spirit of God was indeed here, as it 
was in the brick and mortar pits in Egypt, as well as in the Babylonian captivity, and with each and every Jew 
in every corner of the world. 

Faerman turned to look out of one of the barrack’s dusty windows. He saw three stars in the now darkening 
sky. It was the first night of Hanukkah, the 24th of Kislev. He remembered many Hanukkah evenings at 
home. His wife would prepare a special dinner. His children, brothers, and sisters would sit around the old 
wooden table. They would then take turns lighting the candles of the special menorah. His wife would light the 
middle candle, the Shamash, and would then take the first candle and allow the flame of the Shamash to give 
it light. All would then say a prayer and a blessing. There would always be a “storyteller” who would retell the 
story of the Maccabees and how they drove out the Greek-Syrians from the land of Judea, and how the temple 
was cleaned and rededicated to the service of God. 

After dinner which always included potato latkes fried in schmaltz, the children would play games and 
search for pieces of chocolate hidden around the house. The special Hanukkah menorah was also lit in the 
synagogue. Families would often stop by in the evening to pray and read the Psalms. Some brought special 
gifts to the rabbi and his family. The eight days of Hanukkah were very special indeed. 

Now, barracks 9 was Faerman’s synagogue, with 50 men who lost all hope. Battered and torn, souls ripped 
to shreds, living skeletons which were once robust and full of joy. He would be the shepherd of these men, 
whose job would be to comfort and give hope to these 50 sheep in midst of the wolves of the Third 
Reich. Somehow, he would have to restore their faith. Yes, Hanukkah would be celebrated, and tonight, 
somehow, some way. 

He looked at the table which sat in front of the window. It was a large, long, wooden table where the men 
often sat and talked about home. Some would just sit and stare into space, taking small bites out of small morsels 
of hard biscuits, which often times they would have hidden inside their ragged clothing. 

The rabbi would often look out the window, his thoughts taking him back to Kiev, to his family, home, and 
humble synagogue. Auschwitz, however, was now the reality. He needed only to look at the numbered tattoo 
on his arm and at the men around him, the remnants of once strong, healthy children of Abraham. 

Rabbi Faerman once again looked up at the night sky, the few stars that were out seemed to look down upon 
the camp of doom, offering a spark of hope, hope to see an end of this madness and hell, an end to needless 
suffering and pain. Somehow, the lights of Hanukkah would offer hope and triumph over this darkness and 
evil. As the Maccabean army triumphed over the forces of Antiochus Epiphanes, they would triumph over the 
forces of the Third Reich and an end to the Antiochus of Germany. 

The re-dedication of the temple in Jerusalem offered hope to the Judeans back then. It would be no different 
now, even now in this time of agony and strife under the iron cross of the Reich. Yes, thought the Rebbe, he 
would indeed celebrate Hanukkah, even here in barracks 9, in this hellhole called Auschwitz with these 50 men, 
but how? He had no menorah, no candles, and no matches. He would exercise his faith, and like the prophets 
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of old, he would just pray and ask the Eternal Holy One (Blessed be his name) for a miracle. He slowly turned 
and faced the men of barracks 9. 

“Fellow Jews,” he started, “Tonight is the first night of Hanukkah. As Judah the Maccabee fought against 
the enemies of Israel, and achieved victory, so shall we, one day, be free of the Nazi yoke. Let us now celebrate 
this first night of Hanukkah.” 

“And how, dear Rebbe, do you intend to do that?” asked one man as he got off his bunk and walked over 
to where the rabbi was standing. “Do you intend to ask Herr Kommandant a holiday pass to go home to our 
families, if that is, they are still alive?” 

“No,” replied a second man, “the Rebbe will ask Herr Kommandant for some candles, matches, and maybe 
even a golden menorah.” The men were just shaking their heads, murmuring if indeed the rabbi had lost his 
senses. 

“Where is your faith?” replied the Rebbe, “is there anything too difficult for God?” 

“Our faith,” said the man who had come over to where the rabbi was standing, “went up in smoke, like our 
mothers, fathers, sisters, and brothers, wives and children did as soon as they passed through those gates out 
there.” pointing out the window in the direction of the iron gates which spelled out “Arbeit Macht Frei”. 

Rabbi Faerman looked into the face of the man who was now standing next to him. Something in him seemed 
familiar. Sometimes it was hard to recognize people as the toil and the hardship of labor camps had wasted 
away human bodies. The man was also looking deep into the eyes of the Rebbe. 

“Avram?” said Faerman quietly, “is it you, who so faithfully attended the synagogue in Kiev for so many 
years?” 

“Yes,” replied the man, “but I am just the shell of the man I used to be. Now I am alone. My family has 
gone up the crematorium in smoke. Yours too I suppose.” 

Rabbi Faerman didn’t wish to ponder the fate of his family. Perhaps they too had joined Avram’s, victims 
of the Third Reich’s murderous plot to silence all Jewry through the “final solution”. As the rabbi, however, 
he must at all cost, keep the faith, so that faith might overcome fear and hate. Faith must endure and overcome 
the walls of Auschwitz. 

“Avram,” said the Rabbi, now grabbing his fellow prisoner’s hands, “for the sake and memory of our loved 
ones, for our faith, to honor tradition, we must celebrate Hanukkah like in times before dear friend.” Avram 
looked into the eyes of his Rebbe, he slowly nodded his head. 

“Let’s pray then Rabbi, and let’s invite the others too.” 

Slowly, both men turned to face the other men of barracks 9. All the men were standing now, all eyes 
glued on the Rebbe and Avram. 

“Men,” said rabbi Faerman, “tonight we shall celebrate Hanukkah, yes, we need candles....so...we shall 
pray for candles, who will pray with us? Those who wish to also join us in prayer, step forward to join us at the 
table.” 

The rest of the men looked at each other, slowly, they nodded and walked over to the table, soon, there 
were about 30 men around the table. The rest stood by their bunks, but also in the spirit of prayer. All eyes 
were now glued on the Rebbe. 

“Let’s pray,” said the Rebbe in a quiet but firm voice. 

“God Almighty, God of Avraham, Yitzchak, and Ya’akov, praise your Holy Name. We come to you now, 
your chosen people, to ask for a miracle in the midst of suffering and despair so that we might celebrate this 
time of the Festival of Lights that reminds us that you have not abandoned your people, and that somehow, you 
will set us free from this place. Please send us some candles, just a few, to light and honor this time of 
Hanukah.... Amen.” 

“Amen,” echoed the rest of the men who up to now, followed along in silence slowly rocking back and forth 
in a steady motion. Now, they all returned to their bunks to settle down for the night. 

Rabbi Faerman returned to look out the barracks window. In the distance, he saw the faint outline of a 
man walking toward the barracks illuminated by the searchlights of the camp. He knew it was time for the 
guards to come around and check the barracks. 

Sergeant Muller was the regular guard who would come. He was a fat, stout man with cruel lips who take 
pleasure in shouting “Juden Schweinen” (Jewish pigs). At times, he would call out the whole barracks into the 
cold night air, line every man up and then punch every third man in the stomach. He would then take count 
and abruptly turn and walk away, leaving behind a faint smell of schnapps. 

But this figure was not sergeant Muller. As the figure got closer, the Rebbe noticed that it was a tall, thin 
figure of a man walking slowly in the newly fallen snow. This Wehrmacht guard was obviously a new one. 
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Rabbi Faerman watched through the window as the new guard stopped in front of barracks 9, looked 
around and just stood there for a few minutes, kicking the snow with his boots. The searchlight in the guard 
tower passed over barracks 9 momentarily, then he called out; 

“Herr Rabiner, hier komt.” (come here rabbi) 

He stood there in the cold evening night air, a soft wind blowing some snow around his boots. How 
strange, thought the Rebbe, never had a Nazi soldier called him by; “Herr Rabiner”. He then saw that the 
guard had noticed him at the window. He motioned for him to come out with his gloved hand. The rabbi slowly 
opened the barracks door; a gust of wind swept inside followed by a flurry of snow. Slowly, the Rebbe went 
outside to meet this strange new Wehrmacht guard. 

The Rebbe and the guard were now facing each other. Clad only in his scant jacket, rabbi Faerman seemed 
to ignore the cold being intrigued by this new guard. Dressed in his heavy coat, helmet, belt, boots, and rifle, 
this guard had a serene look on his face. Somehow, his face did not reflect hatred of the chosen people. The 
new guard spoke in a quiet tone, but first looking right and left as if to be sure no one else was listening. 

“I’m Sergeant Kohler, Herr Rabiner. I’m replacing Sergeant Muller.” 

“What happened to Muller?” asked the Rabbi. 

“Sent to the front, for reasons that are not really important,” replied Kohler. 

“Rabbi,” continued Sergeant Kohler, “not all Germans love Hitler and hate the Jews, some like me, feel just 
the opposite.” 

Rabbi Faerman stood there in the icy wind and snow hardly believing what he had just heard. A Nazi 
soldier, a camp guard, a soldier of the third Reich saying that he loved the Jews! It seemed strange that in this 
desolate place of misery, suffering forced labor and human carnage that there could be a tiny bit of mercy, love, 
and understanding. 

But here, standing before him, was such a person, perhaps someone like Oskar Schindler, who also took a 
stand to help save Jews. Indeed, God had sent this Wehrmacht soldier to this camp, to these barracks to ease, 
maybe just a little, the suffering and misery of God’s chosen people. Sergeant Kohler continued to speak; 

“I too have suffered loss in this war,” he said slowly, “my mother, father, and two sisters died in an allied 
bombing. We all suffer in this war, both your people and mine. Wars are to be fought between armed soldiers, 
not innocent people whose only crime is to be part of a culture rich in the knowledge of science, art, history, 
and profound knowledge of God and his Holy Word.” 

“TI am sorry for your loss,” replied the Rebbe, still shocked at these words coming out of this guard’s 
mouth. The sergeant slowly nodded his head. 

Then, the sergeant reached into his heavy coat pocket and took out a small cloth sack. He stepped back a 
few steps as the tower search light passed momentarily over the two figures standing there in the snow and 
wind. He looked around to be sure no one was watching, he threw the sack down into the snow, and kicked it 
with his boot toward rabbi Faerman. 

“T too know of your holidays,” he said. 

With these words, he nodded to the Rebbe, turned and walked away. Rabbi Faerman stood there in the 
wind and snow, looking down at the small cloth sack which was by his feet. He picked it up and quickly 
returned to the barracks. 

Inside, the men had now gathered around wondering what had happened outside. The Rebbe was still in 
a daze, marveling at this encounter with the new guard, a guard with compassion toward the chosen people. He 
went to the long table by the window and untied the sack, emptying the contents onto the table. Out of the sack 
fell 9 semi-burned candles of different sizes. There was also a small box of matches. 

The men of barracks 9 were now all gathered around the table. No one said a word. They just looked at 
the candles and the sack. Rabbi Faerman finally broke the silence. 

“Let’s thank Our LORD God of Israel for answering our prayer.” 

The rest of the men nodded some now smiling for the first time in months. The men joined together in the 
spirit of prayer. 

“O God of our Fathers, Avraham, Isaac, and Jacob, we thank you for answering our prayer, for sending 
us these candles, for sending us this guard with compassion toward your people, so that together, we might 
celebrate this Festival of Lights, bringing light to this place of darkness and gloom.” The Rebbe paused for a 
few seconds, then he continued. 

“We also ask for protection for Sergeant Kohler. Allow him to survive this war, and start life anew...as 
we also will do.... amen.” 

“Amen,” echoed the rest of the men in unison. Avram looked at Faerman, then looked at the 
candles. Tears came to his eyes, to think that in this place of grief, there was a tiny bit of humanity. 
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Rabbi Faerman then lined up the candles on the table, putting the tallest candle in the middle, and the 8 
smaller ones, 4 on each side of the middle Shamash. He then lit the middle Shamash. The Rebbe proceeded to 
pick up the end candle and handed it to Avram. Avram nodded, and then lit the end candle with the Shamash, 
thus welcoming the first night of Hanukkah, a Hanukkah in Auschwitz, a light of hope in a camp of death. 

Slowly, the men returned to their bunks. No one talked, they just wondered in awe at this moment of 
bliss, amidst death, dying, and misery, the two lit candles gave hope to the barracks of men who had lost all 
hope. The seemingly hopeless future was now changed by the first lights of Hanukkah. 

The Maccabean Jews had won their struggle against their cruel and ruthless enemy, Antiochus 
Epiphanes. Adolf Hitler was just another Antiochus who, in time, would fall. England, Russia, and the United 
States were closing in on the armies of the Third Reich. Very soon, the time of Jewish suffering would be 
over. Liberation was near. 

Rabbi Faerman looked out the barracks window again. The evening sky was now lit with the stars of heaven. 
He watched as the tall, thin figure of sergeant Kohler walked away into the distance. 

“May the LORD God of Israel bless and keep you Sergeant Kohler,” said the Rebbe quietly. “And may you 
live to see the end of this war.” 

Rabbi Faerman watched as the figure of this new Wehrmacht soldier slowly disappeared in a swirling gust 
of wind amidst the flurries of snow. 


AUTHOR'S ENDING COMMENTS; 


Many people say, especially those who were there, that one can never know the suffering of those in 
Auschwitz, and in the rest of the death camps unless you were personally there. The “Final Solution” and all 
the “killing ways” did not silence the Children of Jacob. Israel outlived the Reich, Hitler, Goebbels, Eichmann, 
and all those who wanted to see the end of Jews. This was just another way that Satan came up with to try to 
rid the world of God's chosen. One would like to think that there might have been such a guard as Sgt. Kohler, 
just a tiny bit of humanity among all the demonic guards from hell. Only those who were actually there would 
know for sure. 


OF axe = = 
Auschwitz in the winter time, cold and dead. Hanukkah lights 
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ASCRIBE’S STORY 


My name is Nakhti Ankh Yah, a scribe to Pharaoh, king of Upper and Lower Egypt. I’m old now, and 
Pharaoh does not call upon me as much as before to do his writings, yet I still receive gifts of gold and silver in 
appreciation of my years of service in the House of Pharaoh. 

I sit here on the patio of my house observing the Nile as it flows, bringing the life-giving waters to my fields. 
My sons and their sons work and plow the fields to prepare them for future harvests of corn and wheat 

I have decided to write down the events of the past on this scroll of papyrus, so with quill and ink, I will 
begin this legacy which I will leave for my sons and their sons as a testimony of the power of YAH, the true God 
whom we worship and render homage. 

Now, my name was not always Nakhti Ankh Yah. My father and mother named me at birth some 80 years 
ago; Nakhti Ankh Amun, which means “the god Amun gives life to the strong.” How my name was changed to 
“Ankh Yah” has roots that go back hundreds of years, even before the time of my mother and father, and even 
before their parents were born. It all began with the arrival of the Hapiru (ancient Egyptian name for 
‘Hebrews’), a people from the north, from the land of Canaan. 

The first to arrive was a young man named Joseph. He was a son of a great man named Jacob, also of the 
land of Canaan. It is said that his own brothers sold him as a slave because of jealousy and family strife. He 
was bought by Potiphar, a high-ranking officer in the House of Pharaoh. Joseph was a good slave and served 
the House of Potiphar with honor and integrity as his God YAH the God of the Hapiru instructed him. 

This was the first time I had heard of this God, a God without an image, unheard of in the land of Egypt. 
How could a god without image be strong? I asked myself this question many times. Little did I know that I 
would soon find out how powerful this god of the Hapiru really was. 

The House of Potiphar was blessed and prospered under Joseph. All went well until the wife of Potiphar 
cast her eyes upon him. Joseph, however, being a young man of integrity and honor, would not succumb to the 
wiles of Potiphar’s wife. This angered her intensely, so much that she laid false accusations against Joseph. 
Potiphar, so as not to lose face and bring dishonor upon his household had Joseph imprisoned. But even in 
prison, the god of Joseph did not abandon him. 

It came to pass that Senoset, Pharaoh of Egypt at that time, had disturbing dreams. So much did these 
dreams disturb Pharaoh that he called upon his priests and magicians to interpret these dreams. None, 
however, could do so. I asked myself why the gods of Egypt couldn’t give the power of interpretation to their 
priests. 

Then it was told to Pharaoh that this Joseph, the Hapiru from the land of Canaan, did indeed have the gift 
of interpretations of these visions of the night. He had interpreted the dreams of two men who were also in 
prison with him, and the dreams were fulfilled as he had predicted. This fact reached the ears of Pharaoh by 
one of those same men. Pharaoh had Joseph called before him and he indeed interpreted the dreams of 
Pharaoh. Joseph gave the credit to his God, the Great El Shaddai, as this god was also called. 

The Pharaoh Senoset was so pleased with Joseph that he made him visor of all the land of Egypt. Because 
of the interpretations of Pharaoh’s dreams, Joseph saved all Egypt from starvation. Not only was Egypt saved 
but other lands were also saved from famine as well. In time, Joseph sent for his father Jacob. 

Jacob came to the land of Egypt with 70 members of his family, thus, the arrival of the first Hapiru. The 
descendants of Jacob settled in the land of Goshen and multiplied throughout the land. The land of Egypt 
prospered under the hand of the Hapiru. It prospered in livestock, agriculture, and trade in animal hides and 
wool. 

But there arose a king over Egypt that knew not Joseph, nor recognized his accomplishments. This Pharaoh 
was Ahmose, king of Upper and Lower Egypt. He feared the Hapiru. He feared their numbers and thought 
that they would rise up against him with Egypt’s enemies. 

Pharaoh talked with his counselors and advisers and said; “This people from the North is mightier than our 
own people. Let us put them to work that they might serve us with vigor and hard labor, and let their labor 
prosper us!” 

So, Pharaoh took away their businesses and set them to work in the fields and in the brick pits. They set 
harsh taskmasters over them to set the children of Jacob to hard labor and bondage. They built large edifices 
and storehouses for Egypt’s weapons of war 
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For many years, the children of Jacob, also known as Israel, were slaves to Pharaoh. It was during the time 
of my grandfather who was also a scribe in the House of Pharaoh, that there was born a special man-child of 
the Hapiru. This child would be raised by the daughter of Pharaoh himself. He would be a prince in Egypt, 
and later, the liberator of the Hapiru. 

This man-child was born in the house of Am-ram and Yochabed. They named him Moshe. He was given to 
the daughter of Pharaoh in exchange for saving his life from this evil Pharaoh’s edict of death. So, for the first 
forty years in the life of Moshe, he was a prince over the land of Egypt. He was an officer in Pharaoh’s army 
and lead Egypt’s armies to victories in the land of Nubia. 

But Moshe did not forget his people. He knew in his heart that he was a Hapiru. He was appalled at their 
treatment under the hands of the taskmasters. One day, he rose up against one of the taskmasters and killed 
him. When Pharaoh heard this, he gave the order to have Moshe put to death. 

Moshe hid under the cover of darkness fled from the presence of Pharaoh. It was during the time of his 
absence that I was born. My father as his father before him was a scribe in the palace of Pharaoh. My mother 
played the harp and lyre for the wife and concubines of Pharaoh. My father and mother were also devoted to 
the god Amun. They both went every day to the temple of Amun to offer incense. My parents prayed to Amun 
for a child, and then I was born, the first born of my family. To honor the god Amun my father and mother 
named me Nakhti Ankh Amun, meaning “the god Amun gives life to the strong”. 

Like my father and his father, I was taught the writing of Egypt so that one day, I too would be a scribe in 
the House of Pharaoh. However, in accordance with our family’s tradition and in accordance with the laws of 
Egypt, I would have to serve in the army of Pharaoh first. 

The idea of being a soldier intrigued me. I was twenty years old, a strong young man and I was taught to 
use the sword, spear, the sling, and the bow and arrow. I excelled in all areas of fighting. Every day the 
commanders of the army of Pharaoh would drill us in exercises and in the uses of our weapons of war. It was 
during the time of one of our training exercises that the streets near the palace of Pharaoh became alive with 
excitement. 

Our commander went to find out what was going on. He returned to tell us that this Moshe, who had 
disappeared some forty years ago, had now returned. The Pharaoh who had sought his life had been dead for 
many years, and a new Pharaoh was on the throne of Egypt. This new Pharaoh now became the supreme 
General in control of the military forces of Egypt. 

As our commander was speaking to us, I caught a glimpse of this Moshe who was now walking slowly up the 
street to the House of Pharaoh. He was old with a long, gray beard. His face was darkened by the desert sun. 
He was accompanied by another old man, later I found out that it was his older brother Aaron. Despite his old 
age, this Moshe walked with pride. His face did not show any kind of fear, but sternness. After all, he was 
raised in the House of Pharaoh. I observed as both walked up the steps that lead to the entrance to Pharaoh’s 
house. 

All of us soldiers wondered how this meeting would turn out. For what purpose did Moshe and Aaron want 
a meeting with Pharaoh? Finally, our commander ordered us to resume our training exercises. Little did I 
know then how this fateful meeting with Pharaoh would be the beginning of the end of Egypt’s greatness and 
power. 

In the days and weeks that followed, plague after plague struck the land of Egypt. The Nile River turned to 
blood, there were plagues of frogs, flies, gnats, and locusts. The locusts ate the standing grain in the fields. The 
face of Ra was hidden by darkness. This was a war between the gods, the gods of Egypt against the one invisible 
God of the Hapiru. Never once did I think that the power of Israel’s God would overcome the power of all the 
gods of Egypt. 

It was at this time that I began to doubt the power of Egypt’s gods. I asked my father and my mother why 
the great and powerful Amun did not do anything. Why was he silent? Did he not see Egypt’s doom and 
destruction? Was he not stronger and more powerful than the God of the Hapiru, the children of Jacob called 
Israel? 

My father and mother could not answer my questions. Did they not offer incense to Amun? Surely Amun 
would speak to them in either visions or dreams. But Amun remained silent. He did not strike back against 
the God of the children of Israel 

At this point, the people of Egypt no longer wanted the Hapiru in their land. Oh, how they wanted Pharaoh 
to release them and send them away so that the plagues would cease. But Pharaoh was stubborn, his hardened 
heart refused to let the Hapiru go. 
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Then the children of Israel came to our doors, and to the houses of all the Egyptians. The families of Egypt 
gave them items of gold and silver, fine linen, precious oils and spices, incense and precious stones. The children 
of Jacob received the wages of their labor for all the years of service that they had rendered in Egypt. 

In my heart, I knew that something was about to happen. Because of Pharaoh’s hard heart and 
stubbornness, we would soon live the worst night in all the history of Egypt. This would be a night of 
remembrance, a night of sorrow, a night of wailing and tears for all of Egypt’s families. It was the night of 
death for all of Egypt’s firstborn. 

Would there be no escape from death for the people of Egypt I asked myself? The answer was ‘yes’. There 
would be only one way to escape death. There would be only one way for the Spirit of death to pass us over, 
and that way was by the blood of a sacrificed lamb. 

Now, how did I come to know this the reader of this scroll might ask? It was through a childhood friend of 
mine that I came to know this. He was a Hapiru by the name of Jacob. He bore the same name as his ancestor 
Jacob who was brought to Egypt by his son Yosef. My friend Jacob also worked in the brick pits, but he would 
visit me as time permitted. We became good friends. He showed me the writing of the Hapiru, and I showed 
him the writing of Egypt. 

He also told me about the invisible God known as “El Shaddai” The all-sufficient God of the universe. He 
told me that it was He who made all things on earth as well as above in the heavens. I wondered how this God 
could exist without form or image. My friend Jacob told me that long ago, he appeared to his ancestor Jacob 
in the form of an angel. It was this same God who changed his name to Israel. 

It was on this night of death that my friend Jacob came to me again. He told me what Moses had told all of 
his people in the land of Goshen. This same God known as El Shaddai had appeared to Moses in the land of 
Midian in the form of fire in a burning desert bush. He introduced himself to Moses as “Ehyeh Asher Ehyeh” 
meaning that “he was, is, and will be, that He is the great I AM. He told Moses to take his people out of Egypt 
at whatever cost, and that HE would be with him and all of the children of Israel. 

I could not fathom nor understand this strange name. Even Jacob did not understand his name completely. 
Then Jacob told me that this night would be the night that our Pharaoh would finally let the people of Israel 
go but at the cost of the firstborn of Egypt. Fear came upon me at that moment, for I was indeed the firstborn 
of my family. Jacob put his hand on my shoulder and comforted me and told me that I could be saved from 
this final plague. 

He told me that I most coat the doorposts of our house with the blood of a lamb, of a sacrificed lamb without 
blemish and that I must stay inside the doors until morning. Then, and only then would the angel of death pass 
me over and allow the spirit of life to remain in me. 

As Jacob was talking to me, my father came to the door to call me in. Jacob then told my father about the 
blood and the lamb, but my father would not hear of it. He still preferred to trust in Amun and offer incense 
to save my life. My father was angry at Jacob for coming to me and told him that his God was a cruel God for 
planning to kill all of Egypt’s firstborn. 

My friend Jacob went away saddened, hearing that my father had rejected the blood. He looked back at me 
once more with tears in his eyes before returning to his own house in Goshen. My father closed the door behind 
us and went back inside. 

“Don’t worry,” I remember my father saying, “The gods of Egypt will protect you, my son!” 

But deep in my heart, I knew I was doomed without the blood of a sacrificed lamb on our doorposts. I knew 
by then that the gods of Egypt were powerless against the God of the Hapiru. It was around midnight when 
the Spirit of death came to visit the houses of Egypt. There went out cries of agony and pain from almost all 
the households of Egypt. 

In our house, I was made to lie down on my bed. My father and mother had placed around my bed clay 
idols of the gods of Egypt; idols of Ra, Osiris, Horus, and Anubis as well as the idol of Amun. My father and 
mother burned incense to these gods, lifting up their hands, imploring protection on my behalf. The prayers 
of supplication went on throughout the night. Outside of our house, the families of Egypt wailed and bemoaned 
their dead and dying, but in my house, I was still alive. My parents finally fell asleep, exhausted by their prayers 
to the gods. I too, fell asleep. 

It was midday when I awoke, and finding myself still with life, I cried out with joy. This awoke my parents 
and my other brothers and sisters. We were all overjoyed that the gods had heard our prayers, so we all 
thought. 

I got up out of bed, happy to be alive. I opened the door of our house to let in the fresh morning air, and 
then I saw it. I opened my eyes wide and stared at the blood. There was blood smeared on the doorposts of our 
house. 
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Indeed, the blood was lamb’s blood. I could only imagine that my friend Jacob had returned during the 
night and applied this lamb’s blood on our door. I realized then that it was not the power of the gods that 
preserved me with life during the night, but the power of the God of the Hapiru. This blood of a sacrificed 
lamb was what saved me. How the blood was connected to this God I will never know, but all I know that 
through the blood, I was saved from death, allowing me to see another day. 

I just stood there, staring at the blood-stained doorposts. When my father came out, I pointed to the 
doorposts. He also just stood there by my side, staring at the blood stain on our doorposts. I don’t know how 
long we stood there, just staring in wonder at the blood. When we turned around, our mother, sisters, and 
brothers were also there. Their eyes were wide open and just stared at the blood. 

Finally, my father, my mother, and all my sisters and brothers embraced me and wept tears of joy. We then 
knew that the gods of Egypt were powerless against this God of the children of Israel. My father and mother 
gathered together all the clay idols of Egypt’s gods, taking them behind our house they crushed them all with a 
rock and buried them in the sand. My father and mother never again entered the House of Amun to offer 
incense. 

We spent the day visiting the families of Egypt, consoling them for their dead. In all the houses in Egypt, 
there was a dead firstborn son or daughter. Only in our house was there not found a dead firstborn. This was 
because the blood of a lamb was placed on our door by a dear friend who cared. Pharaoh also mourned for his 
firstborn son, the young prince who would have been Pharaoh over Egypt. Oh, how Pharaoh mourned and 
wept for his son. It was then that Pharaoh called for Moshe and let the Hapiru leave Egypt. 

It was then that the Rams’ horns blew throughout the land of Goshen. The children of Jacob called Israel 
gathered together their belongings and made ready their cattle. There went up a cry of joy among the children 
of Israel as they gathered themselves together. Moshe and Aaron led them out of Egypt, heading towards the 
east. My dear friend Jacob came by my house to say goodbye. We embraced and wept. Yes, it was he who 
came by during the night and applied the lamb’s blood on our doorposts. 

He pronounced a blessing on me in the name of the God of Israel. It was a blessing of extended life. Little 
did I understand the magnitude of that blessing until a few days later. As he was leaving, he told me again the 
name of his God so that I would remember the name. He came back and wrote some symbols in the sand. 
Those symbols were of the language of the Hapiru. They were the symbols Yod, Hey, Vav, and again the symbol 
of Hey. I looked at the symbols and learned them. Jacob told me that it was the holiest name of their God. 
Moshe himself had shown the symbols to him. Then we said our goodbyes for the last time. 

It was the third day after the Hapiru had left that Pharaoh called his army together. They would pick up 
the trail of the Hapiru and bring them back to Egypt. They would pay dearly for the suffering they had caused 
the Egyptians. Our commanders were shocked at this announcement. Didn’t Egypt suffer enough afflictions 
by this God? But none would go against the command of Pharaoh. 

Pharaoh summoned his chariots, his foot soldiers, his archers, and all the officers of his army. We gathered 
together outside the House of Pharaoh. I saw Pharaoh as he left his great house. He wore the double crown of 
Upper and Lower Egypt; his gold-plated armor glistened in the sunlight reflecting the rays of Ra. With his war 
sword strapped to his side and spear in hand, he mounted his chariot and raising his spear, gave the word to 
commence the pursuit. 

I was placed near the front of the lines, just behind the chariot of Pharaoh. This was a position of honor. 
Pharaoh and his generals led the way, following close behind the scouts who quickly picked up the trail of the 
Hapiru. We followed the dung droppings of their cattle heading east, across the wilderness of Egypt’s Sinai 
region. 

We moved at a fast pace onward toward the east. Our commanders talked among themselves saying that 
the Hapiru would not be able to go any further than the sea that separated the land of Midian from Great 
Egypt. For two days we marched through the wilderness, following the path that led between the mountain 
range of Sinai. When we neared the east coast of Egypt’s Sinai, we sent ahead our scouts to find out the position 
of the Hapiru. They returned the following day to tell us that at the fortress of Migdal, the soldiers there said 
that the Hapiru were encamped by the sea, between Migdal and Pi-HaHiroth. 

Pharaoh smiled and said that the Hapiru had met their end, that there would be no escape for them. Pharaoh 
gave the command to pursue, and our army moved forward toward the great beach that lay between the 
Fortress of Migdal and Pi-HaHiroth. Then, a strange thing happened. A great dark cloud covered our army. 
It seemed to come out of nowhere. In my heart I knew that it was the work of the God of Jacob, fighting for 
his people. The dark cloud was so intense that it blocked out the rays from the face of Ra. This reminded me 
of one of the plagues that stuck great Egypt. 
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I heard many of the soldiers whispering among each other that the God of the Hapiru was still fighting Great 
Egypt, even out here in the Sinai. Fear gripped our soldiers. None moved from his place in awe of Israel’s God 
who fought for them. Indeed, it was He who stopped our advance. I knew in my heart that it would go bad for 
us and that none of us would return to Great Egypt. 

I do not know how long we remained in that area. We were so close, yet so far being in the middle of this 
darkness. Finally, the cloud of darkness lifted and we saw that it was evening, as the moon and stars shone 
above us. The moon gave us light to advance forward once more, moving ever closer to the sea. Finally, as the 
sun appeared over the horizon of the east, we reached the sea. 

There at the seashore we saw something we had never before seen. We all stood there in our ranks looking 
at this strange sight before our eyes. None of us moved. Pharaoh in his chariot together with his commanders 
gazed at this strange event. I could sense that fear overcame them all, for the LORD God of the Hapiru was 
leading his people away from Egypt’s Sinai, onward toward the land of Midian. 

We all gazed in wonder as the sea which divided Egypt from Midian had split in two. There were two giant 
walls of water, and the sea was now parted in two, one part toward the North and the other toward the South. 
In the middle was a stretch of dry land along the sea bottom. We all felt a fierce East wind blowing from East 
to West along this dry pathway. I looked into the distance and saw the children of Israel almost reaching the 
other side, walking along the pathway to the land of Midian. 

I saw Pharaoh consulting with his commanders and officers; they were pointing at the sea and shaking their 
heads. No, they no longer wished to challenge the God of Israel, but Pharaoh’s heart was again hardened. His 
wrath was again kindled against the Hapiru and against his officers. He turned to us, with anger in his eyes, 
and raised his spear to indicate pursuit. 

I knew then that this would be the end of all of us, to follow Israel through these waters of judgment, as this 
would be the final judgment to end the power and glory of Egypt, alas, Great Egypt would fall and be no more. 
At this point, I lifted up my voice for the first time to the God of the Hapiru. 

“Oh God of Jacob,” I remember myself praying, “I ask you to save me this one time more, as you saved me 
by blood from the god of death, so I ask you to save me from death by the waters of your judgment” 

My lips moved yet my voice was low so as my fellow soldiers would not hear me. No sooner did I say these 
words, that my name was called by my immediate commanding officer; 

“Nakhti Ankh Amun, come here at once,” I heard him say. I then ran over to where he was, and he gave me 
these instructions, and I remember his words well. 

“You will stay here by the food wagons and the horses until we return. Keep guard over them.” and he 
pointed to the three wagons and teams of horses which kept the food supplies for our army; many sacks of 
bread, jars of water and beer. 

I could hardly believe my ears. No sooner had I prayed and lifted up my voice to this God who I knew not, 
that he answered me. Never had all the gods of Egypt answered prayers in such a way as this God of the Hapiru. 
I watched as my commander rejoined the ranks of the army. I knew in my heart that I would never see the 
army of Egypt again. 

I went over to where the teams of horses and the food wagons were, and I watched as Pharaoh gave the order 
to advance. Forward went our army to meet its doom. The army entered the pathway through the sea in 
pursuit of the Hapiru, with the walls of water on either side just waiting to collapse over the enemy. Then I saw 
how the God of the Hapiru stopped the army of Great Egypt. 

The dry pathway turned to mud. The chariots got stuck and the horses struggled to pull them out of the 
muck. They pulled so hard that the wheels came off, and the soldiers’ feet also sank in the mud. I saw fear and 
confusion overtake the soldiers of Pharaoh. 

I said to myself, “The God of Israel is fighting against Egypt, and He will prevail”. Then it happened. The 
events of that day will live forever I my mind’s eyes. I saw how the walls of the sea that were on either side of 
that pathway collapse on top of our army. Mighty Egypt disappeared under the waves of judgment, never to 
be seen again. The roar of the sea was deafening, and I heard the cries of our soldiers as they were buried under 
its waves as the sea became one once again. The pathway vanished and the only sound now came from the 
waves breaking on the beach. 

I just stood there looking at the sea, for how long I do not remember. I cast my eyes toward the land of 
Midian, thinking once more of my friend Jacob and the rest of the Hapiru. Yes, they had at last found freedom 
from slavery in Egypt. They would never again fear Pharaoh as their God had fought against Egypt and won. 
This God had also saved me from death these two times. 

Then I dropped to my knees and lifted up my hands towards the heavens and just cried. I cried and I cried, 
thanking this God for my salvation, for his mercy on this soldier-scribe of Egypt. I praised and thanked this 
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God. I tried to remember his name as my friend Jacob wrote his name in the sand. He mentioned the great I 
AM, so I cried out to I AM thanking him for preserving me with life. I also mourned the loss of my fellow 
soldiers, some of whom were my good friends. Before this day, I had only prayed to Amun and to the other 
gods of Egypt. But now I realized that I was alive not because it was the will of the gods, but because of the 
mercy of I AM, this strange God with no image, who bore the letters of his most sacred name YHVH. 

I remained on my knees, crying for joy that I would return to Egypt and see my family again. I cried until 
I was exhausted by my tears and by the heat of the day. I fell into a deep sleep, awakening to see the stars of 
the night. The moon was high in the sky, illuminating the beach and the waves breaking on the shore. I climbed 
into one of the food wagons and lay down on top of the sacks of bread. I closed my eyes and thought about my 
family, and then I fell asleep again. 

When I awoke, it was morning. The sun was rising in the eastern sky illuminating the mountains of Midian. 
I hitched together the food wagons and the teams of horses and started the trip back home to Memphis. I 
looked back once more toward the sea and the land of Midian. I thought about my comrades in the army who 
now lay at the bottom of the sea. I thought about my friend Jacob who told me about the great I AM, the God 
of the Hapiru, and who saved me these two times from death. 

I drove the wagons westward through the Sinai region of Egypt. For three days and three nights, I drove 
the wagons ever westward towards home. I stopped each night to sleep and feed the horses, looking upward to 
the starry sky. I lay on top of the bags of bread, thinking of what I was taught by the priests. They taught us 
all that the goddess Hathor made the lights of the heavens to illuminate the earth by night, but I could no longer 
believe in Hathor or in any of the other deities of Egypt. I could only believe that there was only one God, the 
God of all heaven and earth, this invisible God who had no image who had heard my prayer. 

This same God saved me from death these two times. This God who had conquered mighty Egypt by the 
might of his outstretched arm now deserved my homage and gratitude. This God of the Hapiru, who had 
brought down all the gods of Egypt, would now be my God. 

On the fourth day, I arrived back in my city. Goshen lay to the north, now empty and void of life. As I 
entered the city, the inhabitants stopped to stare at me and the food wagons. They looked behind me hoping to 
see Egypt’s army leading the children of Israel back, but alas, there was no army. I was the only one left to tell 
this story. 

As I passed the great house of Pharaoh, the queen came out on the terrace. Our eyes met and she knew what 
had happened. I stopped the horses and slowly looked up at her. She knew by my sad countenance that the 
army was no more, that she was now a widow that had to rule a conquered Egypt. The queen covered her eyes 
and ran back inside the great house. I stopped in front of the now empty army barracks and unhitched the 
wagons. After giving the horses provender, my thoughts turned to my house and family. 

When I reached my own house, my father, mother, sisters, and brothers were overwhelmed with joy to see 
me alive. They embraced me and wept tears of joy. I told them of the events that happened by the sea. They 
listened carefully to all that I said, and they too came to accept the great I AM of the Hapiru as their only God. 
My father never again entered the temple of Amun, nor were there any more images of gods in our house. 

Three days passed and the queen called upon me to give an account of the events that happened by the sea. 
She listened carefully and she asked me to write down the events as they happened on a scroll of papyrus. I did 
so and it was placed among the archives in the House of Pharaoh. The queen mourned for her husband and 
for her first-born son many days. My mother was called upon to play the harp and lyre before the queen to 
comfort her grieving soul. Indeed, the music that my dear mother played gave her peace. 

That very same day, I was invited to be the official scribe in the House of Pharaoh. Years past and the queen 
married again. This time, a wiser pharaoh came to the throne. Egypt again has an army, a smaller one, as the 
might and power of Egypt is no more. 

Sixty years have passed since that time of judgment on the land of Egypt. During these years, I have trained 
many scribes to do the writings in the House of Pharaoh. Now I rest from my labors of writing and have let 
others take my place. 

As I make an end of this writing, I look out over my fields of grain. My sons and their sons are cutting and 
gathering the grain to take to the market. God has been good to us and the Nile floods every year, bringing the 
rich soil from its bounty. In our household, we worship and honor only one God. It is the God who saved me 
from death, whose mighty hand brought righteous judgment over this land, to humble a once proud people. 

My children have grown into men and women, my wife and I are now old, yet our strength has not departed 
from our bodies. In our house, no idols are worshiped nor do we mention the false gods of Egypt. Since the 
day that death passed me over by the blood on the doorposts of this house, and by escaping the waves of death 
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by sea, no other god has been worshiped in our house save the God of Jacob. This is the God without image 
whose name is I AM. 

Also, in the fields behind our house, there is an altar made of stones. On this altar, I and my family sacrifice 
a lamb, every year at this same time during the setting of the sun. We all eat of this lamb which is roasted in 
the fire. As my friend Jacob did together with his family, so we do as well to commemorate this passing over of 
death. 

The same lamb's blood that saved me some 60 years ago is still on the doorposts of our house, put there by 
my friend Jacob. He will always be in my heart and mind as my dearest friend among the Hapiru. Because of 
him, I learned of the true God, the God of creation who rules and governs all things, both visible and invisible. 

Now I will finish this writing with the sacred, holy name of this God who is 1 AM. When people read this 
scroll of papyrus after I have crossed over the River of Death, they will ask “what are these strange symbols 
that are unlike the symbols of Egypt?” I will have them know that these symbols are of the Great 1AM. They 
are the Yod, the Hey, the Vav, and the Hey. They are the symbols of the God of the Hapiru, who saved this 
humble scribe of Egypt from certain death. My friend Jacob drew these symbols in the sand so that I too might 
know of them. 

To honor and revere this God, I have used only two of these symbols in my new name which has been 'Nakhti 
Ankh Yah' for YAH has given life to the strong. He has given me strength all these years to write this account. 
From the time of my rescue from death, I have worshiped only this God. It is this God who my family worships 
as well as there are no images of the gods of Egypt in our house. For HE is the God who made all, both visible 
and invisible, the God who was, is, and always will be. 


Nakhti Ankh Yah 
Scribe to the House of Pharaoh 


AUTHOR'S ENDING COMMENTS; 


The names “Hapiru” or “Habiru” mean “Hebrew” in the ancient Egyptian language. No one knows for sure 
who the Pharaoh of the Exodus was, many think it was Amenhemet III or Meremptah. Many place the date of 
the Exodus at 1450 B.C. The real crossing site of the Hebrews is at Nuweba Beach on the East coast of the Sinai 
Peninsula, crossing the Gulf of Aqaba, leading into what is now Saudi Arabia. Evidence has been found of the 
crossing under the waters of the Red Sea, in form of coral encrusted chariot wheels. Just as God chose Moshe 
(Moses) to lead his people out of Egyptian slavery and bondage, Yeshua leads us out of the bondage of sin 
through his shed blood on Calvary's cross. The blood of the sacrificed lambs on the first Passover night 
symbolize the blood of Yeshua, whose blood was and is all sufficient for the blotting out of all of our sins, past, 
present and future, to all who believe and trust in his one-time only sacrifice. 
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Wall carving of two Egyptian scribes at work 
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OLD SHEM, THE STORYTELLER 


Old Shem, the son of Noach, Son of Methuselah, slowly made his way up the grassy hill which overlooked 
the wide expanse of the plains of Shinar. He would make this trip every day, after all, he had a lot to tell the 
youths. 

At the top, he would make his way over to the Tamarisk trees and sit down on a large rock which rested in 
the cool shade of the trees. This was the ideal place for his school for the young men of the area. Some would 
even come from far away cities and towns, just to hear the wisdom of this old man, a survivor of the great flood 
which wiped away humanity from the face of the earth. 

The hilltop offered a refreshing place to sit down and hear the stories of old, a place where the cool breeze 
blew, contrasting the dry, hot air of the plain. At times, Shem would offer water to weary travelers as they 
passed by his tents, as the hot air brought on so much thirst and weariness. 

Shem, like his father Noah, was still strong and full of life, even after so many years after the flood. He had 
seen a lot in his days, the destruction of the world by water, the repopulation of the same, the construction of 
the Tower of Babel, and the continued violence and hatred of mankind. The flood waters had taught man 
nothing. 

Shem often prayed that the Holy God of all the earth would permit him to live 600 years and still have the 
strength his father had at that age. It was still a long way off, he would live day by day and continue to be 
faithful to his calling. 

Shem finally reached the top of the rise; the cool breeze blew through his long gray beard which reached 
down to his waist. His skin was burnt brown by the hot sun, and a bit wrinkled from the years of living on this 
earth. He continued to work the vineyards which his father Noah had planted so many years ago, taking care 
not to give himself over to strong drink of the vine, which had been his father's folly. 

Shem made his way over to the large rock. Placing his staff next to the rock, he sat down under the shade 
of the trees and waited. It was still morning so the air all around was still cool from the previous night. The 
sun was just peaking over the eastern horizon when the youths started to arrive. 

They made their way to the top of the hill. Sometimes there would be just 10 or 12, other times there would 
be as many as 50 young men that would come to and sit at the feet of old Shem and listen to his stories. 

He would teach them the lessons from the past; the sin of Adam and Eve and being cast out of the Garden 
of Eden; the rebellion of the murderous Cain, who slew his own brother Abel. He would tell them of the 
righteous Enoch who loved the God of creation so much that, one day while walking, God just “took” him. He 
just simply disappeared, he was never seen again. 

Today, he would tell them of the great flood, of the building of the Ark and how God destroyed mankind 
from off the face of the earth, save himself and his family. He would tell the young men about the folly of 
Nimrod, grandson of his brother Ham, and how arrogance and pride caused him to enslave men’s souls and 
bodies to build a large edifice. With this tower, the foolish men worshiped the stars and had not the God of all 
creation divided their language, they would have continued in their foolishness. 

At noon, when the sun would reach its zenith, they would eat lunch consisting of small barley loaves, with 
goat cheese and fresh water. The young men would be dismissed to go home and tend to their family chores, 
working in the fields, tending flocks, or other family businesses. 

The lessons that Shem taught from the events of the past drew many to his school on the hill. The word 
spread and many came from all over, some from so far away that he would invite them home to stay with his 
family until the next session of teaching. 

There were many today, about 40 in number. The young men had all arrived. They were sitting in the still 
moist grass, wet with the morning dew. Shem got off the rock and walked up to the youthful gathering. The 
young men all got up in honor of the aged Shem. He motioned to them with his hand to sit back down, and the 
teaching began. 

“It was in the 600" year of my father's life when God spoke to him. He told him about the imminent 
destruction of mankind, because of so much evil. A vessel would be built, an ark, it would float on water, since 
the destruction of mankind would come as a flood of waters upon the whole earth. “This ark” Shem continued, 
“would save our family and representatives of the animal kingdom, it would also offer salvation to whosoever 
that would place trust in the God of creation, and take heed of his warning.” 
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Shem continued to tell the young men about the ark, the dimensions, and the animals that came in two by 
two and by sevens. Shem walked back and forth, gesturing with his hands while speaking. Sometimes he would 
raise his voice, and at times it was solemn. The young men listened with awe, at times whispering between 
themselves. 

“The day came,” continued Shem, “when God shut the great door of the ark. For our family of 8, salvation 
was sealed and assured since we were inside. For those outside, fate was also sealed, a fate of death and utter 
destruction.” Shem paused for a few minutes, the youths were still listening, wondering what would come next. 
Shem continued. 

“The LORD God waited 7 days after shutting the door, then the rains began. Higher and higher the waters 
rose, for 40 days and nights did the rains continue,” cried out Shem with all enthusiasm. “The waters washed 
away the human chaff until man was no more upon the earth. Only the 8 of us survived because we were inside 
the ark of salvation.” 

The young men listened with awe, no one talked, and Shem continued to tell the tale of judgment; 

“The LORD did not forget us, after a year riding the waters, he brought us to rest on a mountain range 
north of here.” pointing his finger to the north. “After letting the animals loose, we moved south to this same 
area. However,” continued Shem, “man learned nothing from the flood and continued his worship of false 
deities. Man continued to be arrogant, filled with self-pride.” 

Shem stopped for a while, paced back and forth, thinking of the next words to say, finally, continuing his 
speech to the young men. 

“Nimrod, my brother Ham's grandson, built a tower to his pride and arrogance. He enslaved men, ruled 
over them, yet the LORD God of all creation divided them all up by giving them new languages, and thus He 
sent them to all directions in the earth.” 

Old Shem cast his eyes upward. The sun was directly overhead. He turned his eyes to the bottom of the hill 
to see his wife and two female servants coming up towards the group of students. Shem's wife carried a large 
basket of barley loaves while one of the servants carried a basket of goat's cheese, and the other carried skins 
of fresh water and milk. 

When the women got to the top of the hill, Shem called his students to over to the shade of the large tree 
under which he sat. The students sat down and took out their small wooden dishes and bowls which they 
carried in small cloth sacks. The women then served Shem and the students the barley loaves, cheese, milk, 
and fresh water from a nearby well. 

The students sat quietly and ate. Some talked quietly among themselves about the lessons learned that 
morning from old Shem. Others talked about the chores that would be waiting for them upon returning to 
their homes. When the students finished eating, they put their bowls and dishes back inside their sacks. Shem's 
wife and the servants waited until Shem and the young men finished their lunch. The women would also eat, 
but sat apart from the men. 

Shem went over to his wife and kissed her softly. She then spoke to the servants indicating that they were 
done, and together, they went back down the hill to Shem's tents. Shem's wife knew the importance of her 
husband's teachings, and that these young men would learn about the Almighty God of the universe. She hoped 
that they would understand the error of man's ways, and to seek after the ways of God, following Him in 
obedience. 

After lunch, the young men sat around for a while to ask Shem questions. Afterward, they headed back 
towards their homes to resume their chores and family duties. 

On this day, one young man remained behind after the rest had left. He remained seated under the shade of 
the Tamarisk tree, being deep in thought. Shem approached the youth quietly and spoke; 

“T see you are thinking deeply, perhaps meditating on what I spoke of today?” 

“Yes,” replied the youth, “How I wish that the God of the universe and of all creation would talk to me 
personally someday.” 

“He just might to that,” said Shem, sitting down beside the young man. “The LORD God knows the hearts 
of all men. He knows that you are searching to know Him in a deeper way, in a personal way. It is a good thing 
to know the LORD and to follow in His ways.” 

The youth nodded in agreement, then he looked into the eyes of Old Shem. 

“T thank you for telling me about God, the real and true God of the universe, the God you say created the 
heavens and the earth.” 

“What is your name and where are you from?” asked Shem inquisitively. 

“My name is Abram, Son of Terah, from the city of Ur.” 

“Ah” replied Shem, nodding his head. “So, you're a Chaldean.” 
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“Yes,” said Abram sadly, “Ur is a city of idols, of false gods. I am sorry to say that making clay idols and 
selling them is my father's business. 

“That is not a good business to be in,” said Shem seriously. “All those who bowed down and worshiped false 
gods were destroyed in the great flood.” 

“Yes”, replied Abram quietly, “it is just as you have taught, yet I am still a youth and must obey the voice of 
my father. At times, I must attend his shop while he looks for new customers.” 

“Yes Abram,” replied Shem, “It is important to obey your parents. They raise you and care for you, even 
though your father does not what is right in the eyes of God. One day, however, you will be old enough to have 
a family of your own, to make your own decisions, to even move away from your father's house, to follow God 
with a true and whole heart.” the voice of Shem was kind, yet firm. 

Abram agreed. He would await that day, but until then, he would have to assist his father in the idol shop. 
“T must leave now and return to my father's shop,” said Abram sadly. 

He got up slowly from under the shade of the Tamarisk tree. He would have preferred to stay there and 
listen to more of what Old Shem had to say, whose wisdom and knowledge enlightened the mind and soul of 
young Abram. 

Old Shem gave Abram two small barley loaves and some cheese for his trip back to Ur. “Take care of 
yourself during your trip back home young Abram.” Upon saying that, Shem placed his hands on Abram's 
head and voiced a small prayer of protection. 

The two departed, and when Old Shem started back down the hill, he paused, eyes lifted up towards Heaven, 
slowly nodded, as if hearing a special message, a word of prophecy from above. He turned and called out to 
young Abram saying; 

“Abram, son of Terah!” 

Abram turned and faced Old Shem. “Indeed,” continued Shem, “The LORD God of the universe has heard 
your voice, and indeed, He will call upon you someday, to leave your father's house to go to a land which He 
will show you, to worship Him only, and to follow Him in his ways, and lo, He will raise up descendants from 
your seed, they will be like the stars of Heaven and as the dust of the earth, and in your seed, all the nations of 
the world will be blessed!” 

Young Abram just stood there, amazed at the words of Old Shem. 

“How do you know all this?” asked Abram with wonder. 

“The LORD God of all creation just revealed this to me, and it shall come to pass!” replied Shem, with the 
voice of authority and command. 

“T will await His call, and I will obey,” said Abram, full of hope and joy. 

So, the two departed. Shem returned to his tents, and Abram returned to his family's house in Ur, to await 
the calling of the LORD. 
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OLD ZVI, THE STORYTELLER 


Old Zvi left Prospect Park, walking now with a slow gait since he was advanced in years, yet he was happy 
even in his old age. Slowly but surely, he walked on three legs, two of flesh and blood and the third made of 
hard-wood. He had spent the day telling stories from the Bible to both the young people as well as adults who, 
at times, would pause to listen. He would do this every day, even on the Sabbath. 

As he had his days free, he would go to the park in Brooklyn and tell his stories to all who would listen. On 
the Sabbaths he would teach God’s Word to his Torah study group at his small “Kehilah”, then he would go to 
the park and find the kids. 

They were used to seeing him now for many years. This had been his life, his passion, his calling, to make 
God’s word come alive through storytelling. This he had inherited from his grandfather who he loving called 
“Saba” which was passed down to his own father “Abba” and now he was the Story Teller, to all who would 
listen. 

He had his little place in the park just in front of the wooded area. People would come to listen to him, 
sometimes being as few as five or six, at other times perhaps ten or fifteen. They would listen and ask questions, 
both the little ones as well as adults. Zvi would answer as best as he could. 

Today was a bit cold and Hanukkah was just around the corner. Mr. and Mrs. Wong, a kindly Chinese 
couple from one of the upstairs apartments in Zvi’s building helped Zvi as he walked, giving him support and 
company. They would come with him to the park every day so he wouldn’t be alone. When the Wongs couldn’t 
make it, Good-Neighbor Bailey, who lived in the apartment across from his would walk with him. 

Once out of the park, Zvi and the Wongs walked along Lincoln Road until they came to Zvi’s old four-story 
apartment building which stood across the street from a Jewish Deli. The building hadn’t changed much in the 
past years, yet Zvi kept it in good condition just like Abba and Saba had done in years past. He preferred it 
that way, old but in good condition. 

“T need to sit for a while,” said Zvi quietly to the Wongs. The Wongs understood this routine. He would 
stop, rest, sit, think and ponder for a while, then he would get up and cross the street to his apartment building. 
This was home since birth, oh so long ago, ages ago. 

Zvi wrapped his long, black “Bekishe” around his body more tightly, with his raggedy grey beard blowing 
softly in the cold New York City wind. He reached for his wide-rimmed black hat, pushing it more firmly on 
his hoary head. Mr. Wong opened the portable canvas chair and put it in front of “Stein’s Deli” which was 
directly across from his apartment building. Zvi sat down, ever so slowly. He looked at his place and slowly 
nodded. Yes, it brought back memories, memories of Saba, Abba, Mama, and of course, Zvi’s wife who had 
given up the ghost so many years ago. 

God had been good to him, many blessings, not so many hardships, or perhaps just a few since life is not 
one-hundred percent a bed of roses. A year ago, a black cat appeared at his doorstep. Zvi adopted it and called 
it “Nunu”. He found a large cardboard box and put it under the stairwell that connected the floors above. 
With a few old rags inside the box, Nunu settled in quite well. 

Zvi closed his eyes imagining himself going back, back in time, a time when he was young, oh so young, a 
boy even, sitting at the feet of grandfather saba. He enjoyed listening to the stories that saba told from the old 
country and also, from the Torah. It was always after the lighting of the candles by grandma, who he lovingly 
called sav’ta, that saba told stories from the Torah. He would make it come to life, sometimes shouting, 
sometimes whispering, waving of his hands and gesturing. 

During the weekdays, he would tell stories from the old country, but would always include some teaching 
from the Torah, many times it would be a Midrash from Psalms or Proverbs. Sometimes he would mention the 
rabbis from the old country, some were even distant relatives, maybe fourth or fifth cousins as he would say. 
He would always say something like; “That rabbi was similar to Father Abraham, do you know why?” well, 
remember that Abraham....” Then he would retell the calling of Abraham. He would also tell the story of 
how Abraham sat at the feet of “Old Shem” the storyteller, of how “Old Shem” son of Noah, told the story of 
the flood to youths that lived near the Plain of Shinar. He sat under the shade of a large Tamarisk tree with all 
the youths around him, but then Abraham was just a youth himself. Well, at least that was how Saba told the 


story. 
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Now saba was from Germany, from an area called Holstein, but his ancestors moved to that area from Russia 
centuries ago. 

“Well,” he would begin, “my father bought a small farm near Holstein back in 1850, and he taught me how 
to plow with a horse and...” Then he would come to the exciting part of how he’d found some buried treasure 
on his property. 

“Well,” he would say, “After my abba died, I managed the farm myself, caring for the small flock of sheep 
and goats and tending the rows of standing corn. Then, one day, the plow hit something and I heard the sound 
of something breaking. What did I do you ask? I stopped to see what it was!” 

The saba would come to the best part, he would raise his hands shouting; “Baruch HaShem (Praise the 
LORD) it was an ancient clay pot that contained ancient Roman silver and gold coins, plus three uncut emeralds 
and five uncut rubies! Zvi had learned later on in school that at one time, Rome had conquered “Germania” 
which later was called Germany. Perhaps some Roman soldier had buried his loot for safekeeping, but never 
returned for it. Then Saba would continue his story. 

“Now with Elohim’s blessing, I decided to move to America” he would say, “I sold the farm, booked passage 
on a ship bound for Ellis Island. Before I left, however, I took the coins to Count Ludwig Von Graff.” 

Now Ludwig Von Graff was a wealthy man who lived in Holstein, and just by chance, well...nothing happens 
by chance, not with God in charge...he happened to be a coin collector. Saba showed the coins to the man and 
he was overjoyed at the prospect of owning a “piece of Rome” as he stated. 

“Ludwig paid me well for those coins” he would say, nodding his head. Then he would go on to tell how he 
booked first class passage to New York City and got the royal treatment to boot. Then when he got to New 
York, he bought a newspaper and looked for the “for sale” section in the classified. Even though Saba spoke 
and understood just a little bit of English, since his primary languages were German, Hebrew, and Yiddish, he 
did understand the words; “For Sale” and “Apartment Building”. He figured that out with a small English- 
German dictionary he had brought with him. 

“Well Zvi,” he would continue, “I just had to buy our building, and I did just that.” Then he would tell how 
he found the owner and asked about the price. Then he showed the owner seven gold aurei, and seven silver 
denarii, two rubies, and two emeralds. Saba was smart, he didn’t sell all the coins to Count Von Graff, he kept 
some for his new life in America. 

The owner’s eyes almost popped out of his head when he saw the coins and the jewels. Then both of them 
went to a jewelry store in Brooklyn. Saba waited outside while the apartment building owner spoke to the 
jeweler. When the owner left the shop, he shook hands with saba and said: “Sold!” Well, to make a long story 
short, the coins and the jewels remained with the owner, and Saba signed the deed for the apartment building. 

“And that’s how we got this place my dear Zvi” Saba would say. Now since Saba was up in years, he became 
mindfully forgetful and he had repeated this story quite a few times. He never found out if the coins and the 
jewels were worth more than the apartment building, but at that time, all he wanted was a place for him, his 
wife, his future children, and grandchildren. 

Now the four-story apartment building had 4 large apartments on each floor, Saba, of course, choose the 
largest of them all, the one with three bedrooms and two bathrooms. His family would get the best, that went 
without saying. The other apartments in the building were of two bedrooms and a few with one single bedroom. 

Now at that time, almost all the apartments were already rented to families from Italy, Ireland, and even a 
few Jewish families who had immigrated from Russia and Poland. Now when the Jewish families saw Saba 
with his black hat, his long black coat, and beard, they immediately felt a bond of kinship as far as the faith 
went. They brought Saba and his wife to the local synagogue which was just a few blocks away. Saba and his 
wife felt immediately at home. So, to make a long story short which is the gist of every short-storyteller and 
writer, a few years passed and then Abba was born. He also grew up in the local synagogue and there too, he 
met his wife. Soon afterward, their son Zvi was born. 

And so, we have it. Zvi was raised listening to all of Saba’s stories from the Torah, stories of Adam and Eve, 
Noah, Abraham, Moses, Samson, and many more characters from the Bible. But oh, Saba knew so much, and 
all that learned sunk little by little into Zvi’s head. But the years passed and as Saba got older, he slept more. 
The stories ended but Abba continued the tradition. Both Zvi and his father learned a lot about the Torah, and 
they continued the tradition of story-telling, just as the rabbis of old did. 

Now it came to pass that one Autumn morning, Saba’s dear wife gave up the ghost, and he lamented dearly 
crying; 

“Oh Adonai-Elohim, creator of all the lives, you gave me jewels but you have taken from me the most 
precious one of all, so much that I have become so attached to it, ‘Ana Elohim’! plead to you my God, take me 
also, so that where she is, there I will be too!” 
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They buried grandfather’s precious jewel in the cemetery the next day. Grandfather and the rabbi from the 
local synagogue both said the kaddish over grandmother’s grave. Zvi was there too, standing between his Abba 
and Ima, holding on to their hands. Two months later, Saba also gave up the ghost and was buried beside his 
jewel. Elohim had honored his prayer. 

So, the years went by and Zvi grew into a fine young man. Zvi’s mama and papa thought it good to send 
him to public school as well as Hebrew school at the synagogue. This way, he would get to know the ‘two worlds 
of thought’ as Abba once said to Ima. He had come to this decision remembering the schools of Shammai and 
Hillel. Some students would consult both schools and their teachers concerning life and Torah issues. They 
would hear both sides and then come to their own conclusions. 

So Zvi went to public school during the day and three times a week in the evenings, he went to Hebrew school 
where he learned the Holy Language and Torah. He loved both places as he enjoyed learning new things. Now 
it was Abba’s turn to tell the stories that his father had told. Zvi was, as always, all ears. His father told him 
of the race of the Nephilim, the fallen angels from heaven who produced giants when they joined with human 
women. He retold the story of Noah and the flood, about the ark which he called the “Beit HaBrit” the House 
of Covenant, and the destruction of mankind. He even told the story of “Old Shem” the son of Noah who taught 
many youths the story of the creation and of the flood. 

Most of the stories Zvi had already heard from grandfather, but Abba gave them a new appeal, a sort of 
different flavor. His father didn’t have any stories from the “old country” since he was a “Brooklynite” so he 
concentrated on the Torah. The years went by and towards high school graduation time, Zvi came to his father 
with an intriguing question, a question that had been on his mind for some time now. 

“Abba” he began one evening after dinner, “a kid at school told me of a man in the Bible called “Jesus” and 
he told me that He was the promised Messiah, not only of Israel but of the whole world. He told me that his 
name in Hebrew is Yeshua and that he died for the sins of the whole world, is this true?” 

At these words, Abba put his arm around his son saying; 

“Son, I will not tell you to believe or not to believe that claim, only to investigate all claims that the Torah is 
supposed to contain. If you can prove from the Torah and find evidence that Yeshua is indeed our promised 
Messiah, then it is your job to embrace and believe just that. If it is false, then do not entertain that idea 
anymore. Our rabbis don’t believe that claim, but you are who you are, and you must do your own study and 
come to your own conclusion, do you understand?” 

“Yes, Abba,” replied Zvi slowly, “I understand and I will indeed investigate this claim.” 

So Zvi entertained the idea of investigating for himself the claim of Yeshua being the Jewish Messiah. The 
kid at school gave Zvi a Bible and also some scripture references to read, and Zvi began his search for the truth. 
He read and compared both the Old and the New Testament scriptures. He read and re-read the prophecies of 
Daniel and Isaiah. Little by little, he learned more and more. The light of the scriptures was shining brightly 
in his soul, the truth was nigh, so close. One day he smiled, yes, he had found the answer, his soul rejoiced, he 
was re-born inside with new life. He had found Mashiach. 

The years went by and both mama and papa grew old, his beard grew grey and his skin became wrinkled. 
He slowed down a bit, mama too. It was Zvi’s turn now to collect the rent from the tenants and order repairs 
for things that broke in the building. He made the meals for mama and papa both leaving them to rest. They 
were nearing their eternal Sabbath’s rest and would soon be part of the World to Come. 

Now there came a year that winter’s frost came a bit early and the air outside was quite cold, yet mama, 
Abba, and young Zvi still walked to the synagogue to worship and pray. But a morning came when Abba started 
to cough and wheeze something awful and it seemed like mama too came down with the same ailment, so they 
both stuck to their bed. 

“Zvi,” old Abba said one morning, “you must continue to take charge of this building as you have been doing, 
collecting the rent, maintenance, and the other things, remember that the tenants are precious in our eyes, treat 
them as Mishpochah, as extended family members, for they are precious in the eyes of Almighty God. I believe 
that HaShem is calling us both home.” 

Yes, Zvi understood, but Abba would recover, wouldn’t he? And mama too, they would soon be on their feet 
once again. All they needed was a bit of medicine. The doctor was called. In a few minutes, he was at the door. 

“Your father and mother are both ill...strange,” said the doctor and he paused for a few seconds to ponder. 
“It is almost as if they are in this together, getting sick together, growing weak together and perhaps...” but the 
doctor didn’t finish his thought, he preferred not to. 

“Here,” said the doctor as he handed Zvi some medicine,” give this to them, it may help, and yet it may not 
make any difference, I’ve seen this before with old people”. The doctor just stood there looking down at the 
weak, sickly couple, wishing he could do more. 
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“Time will tell,” were the doctor’s last words as he left the room and returned home to his small clinic only 
a few blocks away. 

Zvi returned to the bedroom where his parents lay, resting peacefully. They didn’t even seem sick, yet there 
was that look in their eyes that saw much beyond the earthly realm. Mama and Papa looked at their son smiling 
as if waiting for his first words. 

“Abba, Ima,” began Zvi slowly, “I just wanted to say that I have investigated the Torah and the Prophets, 
and about Yeshua being the promised Messiah...” then he paused to await his parents’ reaction. 

“go on son,” said Abba smiling, “we’re listening.” 

“JT am convinced that Yeshua IS our promised Messiah as Daniel prophesied, Isaiah also speaks of Him, even 
the prophet Zechariah wrote of Him in Hebrew with the words “Yeshua Shmi” which means “Yeshua is my 
name”. “So many prophecies fulfilled ...well...I have accepted Him as such, as my Messiah and LORD.” 

Zvi’s parents just looked at each other and a strange look overcame their faces, they nodded to each other 
holding each other's hands. 

“Son,” began Zvi’s father, “If you have studied and have come to that realization, then hold on to that, we 
also will accept that. Both of us have had similar feelings toward that subject for many years, but your son, 
have opened our eyes, and yes, we will also accept Him as our Messiah as well.” 

Then together, Abba, Mama, and Zvi prayed together, and Abba and Mama both opened their hearts and 
invited Yeshua to come into their lives, now ebbing and seeing their final sunset. Then, both Abba and Mama 
closed their eyes. Mama rested her head on Abba’s bosom, her grey hair matching with Abba’s beard. Zvi left 
them for a while and soon, the day turned into evening. As the sun went down behind the many buildings in 
New York City, Zvi heard the voice of his father, a voice of bereavement, of anguish; 

“Oh Adonai, you have taken my jewel, my precious, so precious jewel! Oh, that you might take me now also 
so that I might join her for all eternity!” 

He wept and hugged his dear wife who now lay ever so still on his bosom, her ghost had departed. Abba 
continued to weep and implore the God of all creation to take him as well, then he too closed his eyes...for the 
last time. God had granted his request and now they were together for all eternity. Now, all of a sudden, Zvi 
found himself alone, alone in his large apartment which had been his home since birth. 

Adonai had answered Abba’s prayer. The loving couple, Zvi’s mother and father had lived together, loved 
together, and gave up their ghosts together. The synagogue held a service and afterward, the members went to 
the cemetery. There, the rabbi said the Kaddish. Zvi’s mother and father were returned to the ground from 
which they were made. Then the rabbi asked Zvi to say a few words. Zvi thought and thought hard over what 
he might say. Finally, he got up in front of the mourners and started his discourse. 

“T loved my father and mother very much” he began, “and they loved each other so much, but now, they are 
gone, their bodies have returned to the earth yet their souls...are now with Adonai. I’ll join them too someday 
because where they are, I will be also.” 

The synagogue members nodded their heads, some were also weeping. Yet Zvi had not finished speaking; 

“We will be together with our Messiah, who is Yeshua HaMashiach, who was foretold by the prophet Daniel 
and Isaiah. He is the Messiah of Israel and of all mankind.” 

He stopped and looked at the synagogue members who were now murmuring and shaking their heads. 

“Rabbi” started one old man who was as old as Zvi’s father, “speak some sense into Zvi, he’s confused, he’s 
speaking as a “Goy”. 

Slowly, the old bearded rabbi stood up and put his arm around Zvi; “Son” he began, “I know you’re sad, 
losing both parents at the same time, it is rather unusual but it was the will of HaShem. Don’t let that cloud 
your judgment. About Messiah, no one knows who he is and about this Yeshua, “Jesus” as the Christians call 
him, well...” 

“He IS Messiah” stated Zvi boldly, “I’ve studied the Torah and the Prophets, and they all point to HIM, 
especially Daniel, why in chapter 8...” 

“That’s enough” growled the old rabbi, now very much annoyed. “As long as you think and speak like that, 
you are no longer welcome in our synagogue. You shame us all, especially your mother and father who...” 

“They also accepted Yeshua before their deaths” replied Zvi in a soft but firm voice. “That’s why I know 
that they are with God in his Kingdom, where I will be too, and where ALL will be who accept Yeshua and his 
gift of salvation.” 

The Rabbi did not respond, but just turned his back to Zvi and walked away from the grave site. The whole 
congregation followed, some looking back, shaking their heads. Now he was really alone. He had no more 
mother and father, no more synagogue family, just an apartment building with its occupants. He had his faith 
though, it would be enough. 
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A few of the apartment building neighbors had accompanied him, and they consoled him on the way back. 

“We're all here for you my friend,” said “Good-neighbor Bailey” as he put his arm around Zvi, “you'll never 
really be alone. You have us, and you have Jesus, and you spoke well. They might reject you, but we will never 
abandon you.” 

Zvi thanked his good neighbor for his words. All his tenants loved him dearly as they had loved his mother 
and father. There was “good-neighbor Bailey” and his wife who lived across the hallway, the “Wongs” from 
Hong Kong who lived on the third floor. A young couple from Haiti, Claude, and Claudette, who lived on the 
second floor. These were just a few, but all would be his family now. 

Zvi was blessed indeed since all sixteen apartments, being four on each floor, were never without tenants. 
They were very good neighbors and hardly ever caused serious problems. So Zvi assumed the responsibility of 
collecting the rent and maintenance of the apartment building. Soon, the Sabbath came and Zvi began to set 
the table with a white tablecloth, and a pair of silver candlesticks. These were the candlesticks which Saba had 
brought from the “old country”. All was set in place when Zvi remembered the Challah bread. 

He put on his black coat and hat and headed for the door when he heard a soft knocking. He opened the 
door and was surprised to find seven of his old synagogue members standing there. One of them even held two 
loaves of Challah bread. 

“Shalom Aleichem,” they all said in perfect harmony, greeting him with warm smiles. 

*“Aleichem shalom,” responded Zvi, very much surprised to see them, especially since after the old rabbi had 
dismissed him from fellowship. Then one of them, Saul Stein, spoke up saying; 

“We all heard what you said at your parents’ funeral, about Yeshua being the Messiah, well, we’re interested 
in knowing more, can you tell us more?” 

Zvi was overwhelmed with joy, this was indeed unexpected but he was relieved that there was at least a small 
remnant that sought-after Messiah. 

“Yes, yes, come in all of you. I will indeed tell you all that I know.” 

He would indeed tell them all that had learned from the Torah, the Prophets, and from the New Testament. 
Thus, started a new Sabbath fellowship in his own apartment building. It started with these seven Torah 
students, and soon the word got out that there was a new Messianic Torah-study group in the neighborhood. 
As the weeks passed, more and more came over to study. Some came Friday evening and others came Saturday 
morning. The group grew to twenty, and then twenty-five. Some of the tenants in Zvi’s building even came to 
study, including good-neighbor Bailey and his wife. 

One Sabbath, a name was suggested to put to their study group. All thought it was a good idea to give a 
name to their small congregation. 

“Here in this house, we study about Yeshua. What about “Beit Yeshua?” questioned Saul Stein, looking 
around to see if others agreed with him. All nodded in agreement. 

“Good idea,” responded Zvi, “we will be congregation “Beit Yeshua” the house of Yeshua our Messiah, and 
all will be welcomed, those who wish to study Torah and learn about Messiah.” 

The group picked some Sabbath prayers and they started singing songs from the Psalms, then studied the 
scriptures from the Torah, from the Prophets, and from the New Testament. Soon, all had professed Yeshua as 
their LORD and Messiah. 

Now it came to pass that one Sabbath, a young Hispanic woman came to the Torah study group, as she had 
heard from neighbors about the knowledge of Zvi concerning the scriptures. Her name was Judith, and she 
was very beautiful to look upon. 

“Yes,” said Zvi, taken in by her beauty, “come in and join us in our study, may this home be your home.” 

To make a long story short, Zvi’s apartment soon would become her home. The two grew to love each other 
deeply and they expressed their desires to be part of each other’s lives. A year after they had met, they were 
married right there in the apartment. A pastor from a local church performed the wedding. All the neighbors 
came by and wished the couple “mazeltov” They took their honeymoon trip to the “Isla del Encanto” namely 
Puerto Rico since there was a special deal that week on flights to the “Isle of Enchantment”. 

After their honeymoon, Zvi and Judith organized their life together which was centered around the chores 
of running an apartment building, maintenance, collecting the rent, and their small Sabbath Bible study group. 
When Friday evening approached, Zvi would buy the challah bread while Judith would make dinner and get 
the white Sabbath tablecloth ready with the candles to be lit. The guests would come and bring their covered- 
dishes of food which would complement the dinner. 

Zvi thought it a good idea to share the Bible stories in the park, so, after Sabbath service, as well as during 
the weekday afternoons, Zvi and Judith would go to the park, sometimes it would be Prospect Park, at other 
times, they would take the bus to Central Park. Zvi found a place to sit and call out to those who would pass 
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by. At times, the people would stop and listen. Soon, many young folks and even the kids would come and sit 
down near Zvi and listen to the stories from God’s Word. 

At times, both Judith and Zvi would act out Bible stories doing “two-person” dramas. After a while, other 
residents of Zvi’s apartment building would accompany the couple and share parts in the dramas. Years passed 
and the fame of Zvi’s storytelling spread, even as far as New Jersey. Churches would come to either Prospect 
Park or Central Park to invite Zvi to come to their churches and tell the stories from the Bible. 

To make a long story short, which is the gist of every short-story writer, Zvi and Judith enjoyed many years 
of marriage together, their Torah study group grew to about 30 members. Judith, however, was barren and 
bore no children to Zvi. Zvi still loved her in spite of the fact. They had each other and they had their ministry, 
both their Bible study and their storytelling in the parks and in churches. Most of all, they had their Heavenly 
Father who loved them deeply and watched over them day and night. 

During those years of togetherness, a few neighbors stayed put but most apartments changed occupants 
every two or three years. Good-neighbor Bailey and his wife, however, stayed faithful renters. They even 
attended the Sabbath Bible study and even made a profession of faith in Yeshua. The years went by and they 
turned old and gray just as Zvi and Judith did. 

So, the years passed and the youthful years of sunrise turned to mid-day, and mid-day to twilight. The love 
between Zvi and Judith grew as the years passed. They were husband and wife, two friends, two lovers and 
lovers of God. Now it came to pass that Judith began to tire easily, she felt a little strange like her body was 
shutting down, slowly but surely. It happened then that early one sunny morning, Judith embraced her 
husband and lifting up her voice said; 

“My dearest husband, you have been with me for all these years, and you have been a faithful husband, a 
friend, a lover, and a teacher sent by God to teach his word to me and to those around us. But I must tell you 
that the LORD is calling me home. Soon I shall leave you but only for a season.” 

Zvi was surprised by her words, and a bit of anguish filled his soul. “Nay wife” began Zvi, “you must live 
on, for many years await you and me together. You are my precious jewel given to me by the master jeweler 
himself.” 

“Indeed,” replied Judith softly with a few tears in her eyes, “yet the jewels that are given by the master 
jeweler are only given on loan, and when he wishes, he will take them back.” 

“Let us not speak any more of this” answered Zvi, with tenderness and a bit of anguish in his voice. “We 
have this day ahead of us and many more.” 

Yet Zvi’s demeanor changed that day. He began to meditate on his wife’s words, wondering why she would 
say such things. Was there something she knew and he didn’t. Did God reveal something to her? He would 
care for her even more so that nothing would happen to her. The days passed and also the weeks. Zvi and 
Judith continued their trips to the parks with their storytelling to those who would hear. 

Autumn passed and soon the winter season was upon them. The days grew colder and the New York wind 
was bitter. Zvi noticed that Judith no longer walked quickly as before. She tired more easily and she went to 
bed earlier. Zvi took his wife to the doctor, but the doctor could not find anything wrong. 

“Just old age catching up with her,” he said a little puzzled, what else could he say? 

Yet Zvi sensed that something was indeed wrong. he was saddened to see his wife so, yet they loved each 
other even the more in those years of twilight. Zvi sensed that the sun was indeed setting on his beloved, but 
he didn’t want to admit it. They would go to sleep each night wrapped in each other’s arms. 

Now it came to pass that Zvi and Judith went to sleep one winter’s night, a night of much wind and frost. 
Judith lay on Zvi’s bosom, the grey hairs of her head matching the grey of his beard. The two were embraced 
as always during their evening slumber. Morning came and the sun peeked through the bedroom window, 
melting a bit of the prior evening’s frost. Zvi awoke and stroked his wife’s hair. 

“Tis morning my love, it is time to arise, pray, and eat. Time to visit the tenants and make sure all is well.” 

Yet Judith did not awake. She lay there on Zvi’s bosom, cold and lifeless, asleep in an eternal slumber, gone 
from the present world yet alive in other. 

“Oh God,” cried out Zvi with anguish of soul, “You have taken from me my precious jewel, my gem, if you 
had only taken me Oh God, how can I go on without her, how?” and he wept and wept, cradling his wife’s 
body in his arms. 

His cries reached the ears of good-neighbor Bailey who lived across the hall. Bailey came and knocked on 
the door. 

“Zvi? Are you OK? What’s happening?” Bailey waited a few minutes, finally, a very distraught and red- 
eyed Zvi came to the door. 
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“She’s gone my good friend,” sobbed Zvi, “My dearest and most precious jewel has departed from this 
world. She has returned to her maker and redeemer, never to return to me. If only the LORD had taken me 
instead of her!” 

Good-neighbor Bailey embraced old Zvi tenderly. What words could he say? Enough was his company. In 
a few minutes, all the tenants had come down to pay their respects and to console old Zvi. Yet like Jacob of old, 
who refused to be consoled when he thought he had lost his precious Joseph, Zvi continued to weep and cry for 
the loss of his dearest Judith. 

The tenants brought Judith to the cemetery, and together with Zvi’s Torah study group, they held a 
memorial service. Zvi’s voice cracked as he recited the Kadish, weeping between the lines. They took turns 
with the shovel and filled the grave with dirt. Finally, they left and returned home. Good-neighbor Bailey and 
his wife, now showing the signs of old age, walked with Zvi, slowly, ever so slowly, back to the apartment 
building. 

The week passed and the sabbath came around. The members of the small Messianic congregation arrived 
at Zvi’s large apartment for the weekly service. By this time, many of the apartment building’s tenants had 
been attending the Sabbath Eve and morning services. Some attended out of curiosity, others out of the 
conviction of faith. There, in that unique New York City apartment building in the midst of Brooklyn, many 
did find the answers to their faith through Zvi’s Bible reading, explaining, and storytelling. 

Zvi had always left the apartment door unlocked during the Eve of the Sabbath, in that way, the people 
would come in and sit down. Some brought covered food dishes to the kitchen and others just sat down and 
waited for Zvi and Judith to start the service by lighting the Sabbath candles. There would be a small table 
with a white tablecloth and two silver candle holders with a candle in each one. 

But on this Sabbath, nothing was ready. The folding chairs were still folded up in one corner of the 
apartment, the white cloth and candlesticks were still in the wooden cabinet with the glass doors. Good- 
neighbor Baily together with his wife and a few others decided that they would set up for Sabbath. They went 
about and unfolded the chairs, set the white table-cloth on the table and placed the two silver candlesticks in 
the middle. Now, all was ready. The congregation sat down and waited for Zvi, their rabbi. 

Good-neighbor Bailey looked around and found the master bedroom. He knocked on the door ever so softly, 
then he opened it and quietly walked in. Zvi lay on his bed sobbing into a pillow, a picture of his wife by his 
side. Zvi lifted up his head and turned to Bailey. 

“Oh, had I been taken instead of her, how I miss her so, my precious jewel. How can I continue life without 
her? The LORD has dealt harshly with me! Oh, how can I bear this suffering? How can I continue in the land 
of the living, with her in the world to come?” and he thus wept so and sobbed the loss of his wife. 

Now Good-neighbor Bailey had known Zvi for all these years, they had grown old together. Now both were 
grey-haired and wrinkled. Bailey had always respected Zvi and had always spoken kindly to him. This time 
though, Zvi needed a sort of “wake-up call.” 

“Rabbi,” began Bailey with a stern voice, ““We have all mourned with you and feel your sorrow but you will 
indeed see your wife again. Just as the son of David could not return to the king, the king would go to him one 
day. This is just a temporary separation, as you yourself have taught us. We should have our loved ones in an 
open hand so that when the day comes for departure, it will hurt less to return our loved ones into the hands of 
our creator. Now you must listen to your own words, my friend. Now, will you stay in this room and wallow in 
sorrow, while the rest of us are outside waiting to learn Torah from you?” 

“Remember how Aaron was bereaved of his sons Nadab and Abihu, yet he continued to minister in the 
Tabernacle. Will you continue to minister to us friend? Do you think that Judith would want to see you like 
this? She would have you on your feet and out in the living room to teach God’s Word. Or would you have us 
go elsewhere to learn Torah from whoever and learn whatever, be it truth or lies? I think you are being rather 
selfish my friend and Rabbi, but it’s your choice! Only you can decide what to do now!” 

With those words, Baily left the room and closed the door softly. He returned to the spacious living room 
where everyone was seated. All eyes were on Bailey. He just shrugged and sat down. The congregation waited 
silently...and waited...ten minutes passed...then fifteen. Then the bedroom door opened and Zvi walked out 
dressed in his usual black and white raiment. He went to the sink and washed his face and then put on his tallit 
and went up to the table. Good-neighbor Bailey nodded to him as he approached. 

“Mrs. Bailey,” replied Zvi as he looked at the now aged couple, would you be so kind as to light the Sabbath 
candles?” 

Good-neighbor Bailey’s wife got up and smiled, nodding her head. She went up to the table with matches 
in her hand. A prayer was said and she lit the Sabbath candles, a job that up to then, only Judith had done. 
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“Good to have you back Rabbi,” said Bailey cheerfully, and the rest of the congregation replied with 
“Amen”. 

Since that Sabbath, Zvi was never really alone. When he went to the parks to tell his Bible stories, someone 
always went with him. Sometimes Mr. and Mrs. Wong from upstairs went with him. At other times, the young 
couple from Haiti, Claude and Claudette Duvall and their little daughter Angelique accompanied him. Then 
there was the Ramos family from Puerto Rico, the Hernandez family from Cuba, and also a few Jewish families 
had moved into the building such as the Horowitz family, and the Goldsteins. They also accompanied Zvi in 
the parks. 

Zvi also never had to cook for himself. He was either invited out to eat, or families would bring him lunch 
or dinner. As the years went by, the fame of Zvi and his storytelling spread, even as far as New Jersey. Churches 
got word of his talent and he was invited to tell Bible stories to Sunday School classes, to both the young and 
the old. Zvi learned how to act out the stories in the form of drama. At times, even some of his apartment 
building tenants played roles in his dramas. 

Now, to make a long story short which is the gist of every story writer, old Zvi continued his ministry of 
teaching the Word of God on the Sabbaths and through story-telling during the week. He continued to visit 
the parks and churches. He did not, however, neglect his job as apartment building owner and manager. He 
fixed things as needed, and even trained a few tenants to do some repair jobs themselves. 

The years went by, and Zvi got older. It came to pass that his bones began to ache and his muscles grew 
tired, yet he continued to be faithful to his calling. He began to walk with a third leg, a leg made of hard-wood. 
He continued his routine, day by day, month by month, and year by year. Time continued to pass and Zvi grew 
older. 

He was suddenly awakened by a strong gust of winter wind. Perhaps he had fallen asleep for a few minutes, 
so it seemed, there on the corner across from his old apartment building. With his hands resting on top of his 
cane, and with his chin on his hands, he slowly lifted his head. For just a few minutes, his entire life passed 
before him in his mind’s eyes. 

“Are you ready to continue Rabbi, to cross the street to our apartment building?” asked the now elderly Mr. 
Wong as he gently helped old Zvi to his feet. Mrs. Wong folded up the canvass folding chair and put it under 
her arm, then the three crossed the street, ever so slowly to their old apartment building. 

They stopped in front of the concrete steps that lead up to the front door of the building. They were old and 
worn now, but they were the same steps that Zvi had walked up and down ever since he was a child, the same 
steps that “Abba” had used, the same that “Saba” had used. They were almost a hundred years old now, give 
or take a year or two. 

Slowly but steadily, Zvi climbed the 5 concrete steps with the Wongs beside him. They opened the front door 
and allowed Zvi to go in first. He turned left towards the door of his large apartment which was right across 
the hall from Bailey’s. He turned the key slowly and pushed open the door and went in. 

“Nunu,” the stray black cat was just outside the door meowing, so old Zvi scooped up some dry cat food and 
put it in a small dish that was just outside the door. The cat appeared there about three years ago and Zvi kind 
of adopted it as his own. He placed a medium sized cardboard box just under the stairwell going up to the 
floors above. Inside the box, he placed a small blanket and the cat felt right at home. 

Zvi usually locked the door at night except on the Sabbath, but this evening, he forgot. He headed towards 
the spacious living room and sat down in an overstuffed easy chair. The big living room brought back memories, 
memories of his father and grandfather telling the stories from the Torah, of famous rabbis from the “old 
country”. He lay his head back and smiled, ‘yes’ he thought, ‘they had taught him many things, many truths 
from God’s Word, the love of God and his holy Torah. 

Besides the easy chair was a hard-wood table with a lamp. The lamp had a ceramic “tiffany type” shade 
made of different colored glass. Right under that lamp were two precious objects. An old Bible and a framed 
photograph of his wife when they had first met. Zvi reached over and took the Bible in one hand and the picture 
of his wife in the other. He opened the Bible to Psalms and started reading. Now and then he took the picture 
of his wife, kissed it, and pressed it to his heart. After a while, he fell into a deep sleep. 

The morning arrived with a cold breeze blowing across New York City which left a slight frost on the 
windows of the apartment building. “Nunu,” the cat walked back and forth in front of old Zvi’s apartment 
meowing rather nervously. It didn’t seem like the sound of hunger, rather of worry. The cat sensed that 
something was wrong. It didn’t let up meowing until Good-neighbor Bailey opened his door. 

“What’s wrong with you Nunu?” asked Bailey who was still half asleep, “hasn’t Zvi fed you yet?” The cat 
paused to stare at Bailey for a few seconds, then continued its pacing and meowing. 
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“Honey, maybe something IS wrong, better check on Zvi. The cat IS acting kind of strange.” Said Mrs. 
Bailey who joined her husband at the door. 

He went over to his old neighbor’s apartment and noticed that the doorknob was a little loose, turning it, he 
found to his surprise that the door was unlocked. He opened the door and went in. He saw the back of Old 
Zvi’s head which rested peacefully against the back of the over-stuffed antique arm-chair. 

“Hey Zvi. Are you OK, you forgot to lock your door?” said Bailey a bit surprised. At that moment, Nunu 
ran to the chair and jumped up onto the head-cushion and began to lick Zvi’s old hoary head ever so tenderly, 
yet Zvi did not awake. 

“Zvi?” said Bailey quietly, as he went over and took Zvi’s still hand into his, yet there was no sign of life. 
The old storyteller’s hand was cold and limp for he was fast asleep in an eternal slumber. 

The whole apartment building mourned the passing of their beloved landlord, rabbi, teacher, friend, and 
storyteller. He had touched so many lives and now, he was enjoying his eternal “shalom”. He had gone the way 
of all men, a precious jewel, product of the master jewelry maker, a loving soul that now returned to the creator 
of all souls. 

The apartment building tenants carried Zvi to the cemetery and buried him in a coffin made of sweet- 
smelling cedar. When the word got around that the old storyteller had passed, the cemetery was filled with 
hundreds of visitors from all over New York City and New Jersey. They all came to mourn and pay their 
respects to the old rabbi who brought God’s Holy Writ to life through stories and dramas for so, so many years. 

But Zvi was no longer concerned about Nunu the cat, nor about Good-neighbor Bailey, nor about the 
neighbors and the apartment building for he found himself walking along a street which glowed of pure gold. 
He followed the street which led to an immense celestial city. As he approached one of the gates of the city, he 
beheld a pool of crystal-clear water alongside the street. When he looked down into the water, he saw a very 
young man with a soft brown beard looking up at him. 

He noticed that he wore a dazzling white tunic with golden sandals, there was also a golden belt which was 
tied around his waist. As he approached the gates made of mother-of-pearl, he noticed two giant cherubs that 
stood at the entrance. The two cherubs motioned to him to go through, pointing to a golden throne. When Zvi 
went through, he noticed that the throne was encircled by a rainbow of dazzling colors, and at the foot of the 
throne was a sea of glass likened unto the color of emerald. 

Upon the throne sat a figure liked unto the Son of Man who was shining like a thousand suns. Zvi was awed 
at this sight and fell flat before the figure. In his heart, he knew who He was. He cried out with a voice of joy 
and happiness; 

“Holy, Holy, Holy art thou my LORD and my God. Thou art Yeshua my Messiah and Redeemer!” 

The figure then arose from the throne. Zvi looked up and saw the face of Him who was before him. The 
face was one of love and kindness, yet a face of authority over all things of the earth and the heavens. 

“Zvi, my beloved son and servant, enter into the joy of thy LORD. Thou hast been a faithful servant all 
these years, like a glowing jewel, the pride of its maker. Thou hast brought my WORD to life through thy 
stories. Thousands upon thousands have been blessed through thy words. Many awards await thee in my 
kingdom, for my kingdom is your home, now, and forevermore.” Thus, spoke the KING of kings and LORD 
of lords. 

“Oh, my LORD and my God!” replied Zvi, “for you are my Messiah Yeshua, the one who IS, WAS, and 
always WILL BE. I tried to serve you well and with love, revealed your Torah to all who would listen. I thank 
you, my LORD and Savior, for the years you gave me on earth, but Oh, how I long to see my precious jewel 
who you gave to me to be my beloved help-meet for all those years.” 

“Ah yes,” replied King Yeshua with a voice so tender and understanding, a voice which reflected pure love, 
“Judith, who served thee as a wife, companion, friend, is here and awaits thee as we speak.” 

At those words, an angel touched Zvi on his shoulder saying; “Arise Oh servant of the most High God, I will 
take thee to thy beloved.” 

Then the angel took Zvi by the hand and led him through the many streets which glowed of the purest gold. 
There were canals of clear, flowing water which ran behind the great mansions that were along the streets. 
Along the canals grew fruit trees that flowered and produced all goodly fruit. The mansions were made of 
bricks of gold embedded with all sorts of precious stones. 

“This is yours forever,” said the angel, pointing to a mansion that was now before them. “Judith awaits you 
in the backyard.” And with those words, the angel disappeared. 

The mansion was seated on a large parcel of green grass and surrounded by flowering bushes. It was the 
most beautiful sight to behold. Zvi ran across the flowering lawn towards the backyard of the mansion. In the 
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back, he was a very large flowering tree with many overhanging branches. Attached to one branch were two 
flowering vines which connected to a swing made of acacia wood. 

Seated on the swing was a very young-looking woman, who appeared to be in her twenties or thirties. She 
wore a long flowing white dress with a golden sash tied around her waist. Zvi looked and looked at the woman 
who appeared to be in such peace. She smiled and hummed a sweet melody with a small blue bird perched on 
one of her fingers. 

Yes, it was her, his Judith, his beloved wife on earth, now they were together again. He ran towards her with 
all happiness and joy. 

“Judith, my love, my precious jewel,” cried out Zvi with all the joy of his heart and soul, “at last we are 
together again.” Upon hearing Zvi’s voice, Judith looked up at this young man running towards her. 

“Zvi,” she cried out with complete recognition of who this young man was, yes, he was her beloved from 
earth. She got up from the swing and ran to her beloved and the two embraced and kissed each other tenderly. 

“May you have peace and may your soul prosper my dearly beloved from the earth,” responded Judith with 
all joy. 

“And to you as well, may you have peace in this wonderful place, the place of our LORD and Messiah 
Yeshua,” replied Zvi, who still held her in his arms. 

“Oh, my beloved,” continued Zvi, “it has been so long, so many years have passed without you, ten, no, 
fifteen years, Yes, fifteen years since you departed and came to this wonderful place. Now I finally have you 
back and we are also in the presence of our God. 

“Fifteen years?” questioned Judith, a little bewildered, “that can’t be so. I just got here myself, just a few 
minutes ago. An angel walked me down the road and showed me this wonderful mansion and said; ‘this is 
yours forever’ 

“Yes...just a few minutes ago...so it seems.” 


Abba...Father, in Hebrew 

Saba...Grandfather, in Hebrew 

Kehilah...Congregation 

Bekishe...a long black coat 

Midrash...a commentary on the Bible 

Baruch HaShem...Praise the Name (of the LORD) 

Ima...Mother 0" 

Mishpochah...Family (Hebrew) v oS, / 

Mashiach...Messiah ye 
PR. 


Yeshua...Jesus ‘ 
Study to show thyself approved unto 
God, a workman that needeth not 
to be ashamed, rightfully diving the 
Word of Truth............ 2 Tim 2:15 
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When the Guns were Silent 


The British soldiers slowly made their way across no man's land. It was the first time in a year that the 
Germans weren't shooting at them. It was an eerie silence, so unlike warfare. It all started eight hours ago, the 
Christmas Eve Truce. It was accepted by the top brass that all units on both sides, would respect Christmas. 
Both German and allied forces would cease fire for 24 hours, so for 24 hours, enemies would be friends. Carols 
would be sung, games would be played, smiles and greetings would be exchanged. The next day, they would 
blow each apart with bombs, rockets, rifles, bayonets, and machine guns. Mortars would be launched, machine 
guns would rattle, and men would continue to die. Some would return home whole, others minus arms or legs, 
or both, or blinded by poison gas. 

But for now, a little bit of peace would be enjoyed, just for one day. Just for a day, the bullets wouldn't 
whistle through the air. Just for a day, the screaming of the dying and wounded would cease, at least, just for 
a day. 

During the night, the German troops could be heard singing ‘Silent Night’ in German, even though the 
words were different, the melody was the same. The British soldiers responded as well. They also sang ‘Silent 
Night’ perhaps trying to out-do the other side. The night of singing ended, and now the soldiers were emerging 
from their trenches. Both sides met in the middle of No-Man's-Land. 

Private Michael Stafford walked slowly along with his buddies, rifle slung over his shoulder. They were just 
ahead, those Heinies, those bloody Huns. They were just in front of their own trenches having a game of 
football. It seemed so strange to have some fun in the midst of war, to relax, if not just for a day. Michael 
observed a few German soldiers as they stopped their game and looked towards him and his companions. They 
waved and shouted something in German. 

"Well,"' said one of the Brits, "seems like they want us to join them in their game, how about it chaps?" 

"Let's show those Heinies that the British are just as tough in football as on the battlefield!" replied another 
soldier, pausing to light-up a cigarette. Michael chose to stay behind as his companions ran to the German 
soldiers. It seemed odd to face the enemy on friendly terms. Was there really inbred hatred towards England, 
France, and the other allied countries who fought this war against Germany? Or were these soldiers just 
following orders? Orders to aim and shoot at a soldier in a different uniform, who spoke a different language? 
Was there really hate involved? 

As Michael stood there pondering these thoughts, he saw a young German soldier pop his head out of a 
nearby bomb crater. The soldier was probably in his early twenties. His face looked gentle, his short dirty 
blonde hair blowing softly in the cold December wind. 

The German looked at Michael and motioned for him to come over to where he was. "Well," thought Private 
Stafford, ''What did he have to lose? It was a 24-hour truce, might as well enjoy it." Michael walked over to 
where the German was. The bomb crater was shallow, the German was sitting on a rock, helmet by his side, 
and there was a small fire going with a smoking tin pot with some boiling liquid. 

"Kaffe?" offered the smiling young German soldier, lifting up a small cup of coffee towards Michael. 

Michael thought back to his pre-combat training. He had taken a crash course in basic German just in case 
he was taken prisoner. His whole company had to go through the language training. He found out he had a 
mind for languages. He thought about the phrases he had learned, might as well put them to good use now, 
and he wasn't even a prisoner. 

"Danke Schon," replied Michael, as he sat down next to the young German soldier. Michael took the tin 
cup from the German's extended hand, nodded to him and smiled. 

"Bitte," nodded the young German. The German moved over a bit towards Michael and introduced himself 
to him. 

"Ich heisse Hans, Hans Muller". 

Michael understood that. So, his name was Hans Muller. So, what? Everyone had names. 
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"Michael, Ich heisse Michael," replied Private Stafford, happy that he could express himself in the language 
of the Kaiser. The German smiled and nodded as he heard the British soldier's name. He thought it rather 
interesting that a British soldier would know German. 

"Du kanst Deutsche sprechen, dast ist gut!" replied Hans, smiling at Michael. 

Michael thought a minute about the phrase, then he understood. Yes, it was good that he spoke German, 
even if it was just a little bit, enough to get him by as a POW or as a 24-hour friend. Hans reached into his 
jacket pocket and pulled out a small book. He showed it proudly to Michael. 

"Mein Bibel,"' begun Hans, "Jesus Christus ist Mein Herr." 

Michael looked a little puzzled. He had never learned those words, but he had recognized ‘Jesus Christus’ 
‘Bibel’ and ‘Herr’. He put those words together and finally figured out what the young German was saying. 
That was his Bible, and that Jesus Christ was his LORD and Savior. 

"Ja," replied Michael, thinking about his answer in German. "Das ist gut. Jesus Christus ist Mein Herr 
auch" (Jesus Christ is my LORD and Savior too). Suddenly, Michael felt a special bond with Hans. Hans was 
a born-again Christian and so was he. Michael thought back to his childhood in Kent, the small country church 
near his home. It was nestled among a few farms. He remembered walking to church on Sundays with his 
mother and father. The kind elderly Pastor Lewis taught him God's Word in Sunday school, and the lessons 
intensified during the Sunday sermons. 

He remembered back to that special Sunday. It was in May 1909, when he was 12 years old. He went forward 
and accepted Jesus as his personal Savior and LORD. The pastor gave him a small Bible and signed it, writing 
‘John 3:16’ after his signature. 

Somehow, since he joined up with the army a year ago, he had lost focus on his faith. He joined in with the 
other soldiers in drinking ale and laughing at dirty jokes. As he watched Hans open his small Bible, he felt a 
little embarrassed about losing sight of his own relationship with God. 

""Habense dein Bibel?" asked Hans, looking intensely at Michael. 

Michael understood that Hans was asking about his Bible if he had one. Michael looked down at the ground, 
shook his head sadly and replied; 

"Nein, Ich Habe nicht Bibel."" No, he didn't have his Bible with him. 

"Warum Nicht?" asked Hans, looking a bit confused. '"Warum habensie nicht Bibel?" Michael understood, 
why didn't he have a Bible with him? 

Michael responded quickly in English. "It's like this Hans, I've bloody well fallen away a bit, you know, 
from the faith, but not on purpose, the war you know, My Bible, well, I left it at home." 

He remembered packing his gear at home, ready to get on the train for the trip to the docks. When he was 
on the train, he remembered seeing his Bible on the kitchen table, he had just forgotten to pack it in his 
rucksack. 

Hans just looked at him a bit confused. Of course, he didn't understand. Then he opened his little pocket - 
sized Bible and started to read. He read out loud, yet quietly. Then he took a photograph from the bible and 
showed it to Michael. 

"Meine Familie Michael," said Hans proudly, "Meine Frau, Helga und meine Tauchter, Gretchen." 

Michael looked at the photograph. There was a young-looking lady with reddish hair tied in braids holding 
a little baby. Michael understood this was Hans' wife and daughter. 

"Nice,'' replied Michael, as he took out his wallet from his jacket pocket and took out a small, stained 
photograph of a young woman with a small boy standing by her side. 

"Meine Frau Michelle, und mein Sohn, Michael Jr.,"' said Michael with a broad smile. Hans looked at the 
photograph and nodded. Hans put his photograph back in his bible and continued to read it out loud. He 
showed Michael the page, it was the gospel of John. Michael looked on although he really didn't understand 
all the words in German. He had read the gospel of John a few times, so he understood, more or less, the 
content. 

Time went by, the afternoon shadows grew long, the two soldiers, enemies yet brothers in Christ, sat together 
in the bomb crater. Hans continued to read his bible. Michael looked on as if understanding all the words. 
From time to time, Hans looked up from his reading and smiled at Michael. Finally, the whistles blew, first 
from the German trenches, and then from the British side. The officers from both sides barked orders through 
bullhorns. Both sides received orders to return to their respective trenches. 

Hans returned his bible to his jacket pocket. With a sad look, Hans said his goodbye to Michael; 

"Auf Wiedersehen Bruder Michael," shaking his hand and then embracing Michael. 

"Auf Wiedersehen Bruder Hans," replied Michael, trying to maintain a serious look. He didn't want to show 
his sadness, after all, Hans was his brother in the faith even though he was the enemy. Now they were departing. 
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There was a war to be fought. In a few minutes, they would be in their own trenches, and they would be enemies 
once again. Michael tried to concentrate on that. Both soldiers got up and left the bomb crater. After a few 
minutes had passed, they were both back in their own trenches. 

"Alright, listen up chaps," barked a sergeant once the troops had gathered around in the British trench, 
"At 19:00 hours, we're going over the top, but not before getting some covering fire from our artillery in the 
rear. That should put a bunch of those bloody Huns out of their misery.'' The sergeant lit up a cigarette, looked 
around at the men and nodded. ''Looks like you chaps are ready for a fight, in the meanwhile, rest at ease." 

At that, the sergeant walked off down the trench. The men seemed excited. They all seemed to be relaxed. 
They talked among themselves quietly, some of them tried to get some sleep. Michael sat down on some 
sandbags by himself. His thoughts went to his wife Michelle and his son. He thought about his encounter with 
Hans. He didn't want to think about the unavoidable battle which he would face soon enough. He would try 
and get some rest, maybe a little sleep. He imagined himself back in Kent, the countryside, the church, picnics 
with his family and church members, the walks along the quaint country road. He was holding Michelle 
tenderly in his arms, they were at grandma and grandpa's dairy farm, the milk, the cheese, and... suddenly, he 
was awakened by a shout. 

"All soldiers stand to, get ready, fix bayonets."" An officer walked by, kicking a few sleeping soldiers on the 
bottoms of their boots to arouse them. The ‘Stand to’ order was echoed down the trench and the soldiers lined 
up alongside the trench walls. They fixed their bayonets to their rifle muzzles, put the ladders in place against 
the walls. Some just stared into nothingness, others nervously lit up cigarettes with trembling fingers, others 
kissed crucifixes, others seemed calm and just awaited the order, the sound of the whistle to "go over the top". 

"standby for artillery cover fire,'' shouted an officer at the extreme end of the trench. A few minutes passed, 
and then suddenly, the barrage of British artillery boomed overhead. The soldiers heard the whistle of the 
artillery shells and then the explosion around the German side. After ten minutes, the shelling subsided. Then, 
an officer blew a whistle and shouted the words; 

"Over the top chaps!"' The soldiers shouted a war cry, climbed up the wooden ladders and went ‘over the 
top’ of the trench. No sooner had the soldiers cleared the top of the trench that a barrage of German machine 
gun fire let loose with full fury against the Brits. Dozens of British soldiers fell in their tracks. Some were 
killed instantly, others went down wounded, crying out in pain, clutching their arms, legs, and abdomens. 

Michael ran in zig-zag movements, making his way towards the German lines. He caught sight of the 
machine gun nest, and as the machine gunners turned their weapon of death towards his path, he fell prone to 
the earth, awaiting the bullets to pass over his head. He got up again and made his way towards the German 
trenches. So far so good, he hadn't be hit. He knew that somehow, the machine gun nest had to be taken out, 
otherwise, hundreds of British soldiers would be slaughtered. 

"Might as well be me,"' thought Michael, as he inched his way towards the target. He caught sight of one of 
the many bomb craters up ahead, really close to the machine gun nest. He threw himself to the ground and 
low-crawled up to the shallow hole, then with a burst of speed, he threw himself into the pit. He crawled up to 
the edge and peered over the top. He could see the two German machine gunners behind some sandbags about 
10 meters away. He was in a good position. He could take them out with a good aim. He had a full clip of 
bullets as he hadn't fired his rifle yet, being that before now, he didn't have any German soldier in plain line of 
sight. 

There were two German machine gunners, he would have to take both of them out in a matter of seconds. 
He took careful aim, then fired his rifle twice. The bullets hit their mark. The German soldiers dropped their 
heads to the sandbags and the machine gun was silenced. 

But just then, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a movement from another small bomb crater, just in 
front of him and slightly to his left. He noticed that a German soldier had him in sight, his rifle aimed straight 
at him, but the German hesitated, doing something surprisingly strange. He lowered his rifle a few inches and 
strained his head forward just a bit as if looking for something...or someone. 

That was all that Michael needed. He quickly swung his rifle around and pulled the trigger. He saw the 
German soldier's head recoil backward as the bullet found its mark. Then, at almost the same time, a German 
artillery shell exploded almost beside him. The shock shook the ground and Michael felt a sharp pain as an 
object hit his helmet. The explosion and the painful impact caused Private Michael Stafford to lose 
consciousness. 

When he came to, the morning sun was peeking over the horizon. He felt a hand gently touching his body. 
He slowly lifted his head in response to that soft touch. 

"This one's alive Sergeant,'' shouted the medic who came across Michael. The sergeant came over to where 
Michael lay. 
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"Are you badly hurt Private? Can you get up?" asked the sergeant rather curtly. 

The medic removed Michael's helmet, passing it to the sergeant. The side of Michael's head was stained 
with blood. 

"Lucky you had your helmet on soldier, or you'd be bloody well dead," the sergeant said, kneeling down to 
get a better look at Michael's head wound. 

Michael sat up slowly, the side of his head was throbbing with pain. The medic rubbed some iodine solution 
on the head wound and tied a bandage with a gauze pad to Michael's head. 

"look," said the sergeant as he handed Michael back his combat helmet, ''a little bit more and you wouldn't 
be sitting up "'. 

Michael looked at his helmet and saw a sharp piece of German shrapnel embedded into the side, a little bit 
had penetrated through and that was the cause of his slight head wound. Michael pulled out the shrapnel and 
placed his helmet on his head again. 

"T'll be OK sergeant." 

"Good," replied the sergeant, as he got up and started moving away. ''I hear you took out that machine gun 
nest,'' continued the sergeant, pointing to the remains of the German machine gun position. ''You'll be getting 
a medal of valor for that, you saved hundreds of lives". 

"Give that medal to those guys over there,"' replied Michael, pointing to all the British dead on the 
battlefield. 

The sergeant didn't reply, he and the medic just walked off towards the now empty German trenches. The 
sergeant turned back once more and looked at Michael, who was now on his feet. 

"War is hell," he said, shaking his head. Then the sergeant and the medic departed, following the other 
survivors of last night's battle. 

Private Michael Stafford shouldered his rifle and walked forward, following the lead of the sergeant, the 
medic, and the other soldiers who were blessed to see another day. As Michael continued walking forward, he 
caught sight of the machine gun nest and the dead machine gunners. Yes, he had indeed saved many lives. 
Then his eye caught sight of the German who had emerged from the bomb crater just in front of him. He 
stopped in his tracks, he just stared at the dead soldier. Something was familiar about that particular soldier, 
but what? 

The German was lying face down in the shallow bomb crater, his dirty blonde hair blew softly in the wind. 
Michael's heart skipped a beat, no, it can't be, not him, not.... he couldn't continue his thought. Michael then 
jumped down into the bomb crater, and turned the body of the dead German soldier over, and looked into the 
face of his brother.... brother Hans Muller, his brother in the faith. 

Michael just sat there staring into the face of Hans, he seemed so peaceful, even in death, with a small red 
hole in his forehead where the bullet found its mark. 

"Why didn't you stay down Hans, why?" cried out Michael, as he shook the body of Hans. Yes, they were 
brothers in the faith, yet enemies on the battlefield. He thought back to last night's battle, 

"You... You recognized me, didn't you? That's why you lowered your weapon, you didn't fire, you made 
me... made me fire first!" 

Michael lifted his brother's head gently and put the German's helmet back on his head. 

"Rest now, rest, my brother in the faith, enjoy eternity, walk with the LORD. Now what shall I tell your 
wife and child?" whispered Michael, almost in tears. ''Dear Helga and Gretchen, Your Hans is dead because 
of me, you are now a widow and your daughter fatherless.'' No, he couldn't write that, he couldn't, how could 
he? he didn't have the nerve, nor was his German that good. 

He then reached into Hans' jacket pocket and removed the small Bible. He found the photograph of the 
young woman with a baby girl, there was an address, in Bremerhaven, a seaport in the north of Germany. Yes, 
he would send the Bible back to his wife, no note, he would just send it back once he was on leave if he survived 
until then. Michael knew that Hans was happy in the Kingdom of God. No more war, hate, bombs, poison gas, 
trench rats, nor bullets to worry about. 

He also knew that one day, he too would meet Hans again in Heaven. Together, he and Hans, his wife and 
Hans' wife, and both their children would walk in the city of the King, enjoying eternal life and bliss. He 
imagined themselves sitting under one of the fruit trees that lined the River of Life, enjoying the fruit, with 
uplifted hands singing praises to the Most High God. 

The war would be just a memory, perhaps not even that. Perhaps the LORD would wipe their minds free 
from memories of sin, greed, hate, pain, strife, and war. With the thought of war, he suddenly returned to 
reality, his reality. For the time being, there was a war to be fought, for king and country, against the Kaiser 
and his army. Michael's thoughts were interrupted by the voice of an officer. 
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"Get moving private, we have a war to fight, and a long way to go. We have those bloody Huns on the run 
thank God!" 

Michael turned around to look up into the face of an infantry officer who stood there gazing down upon 
Michael and the dead German soldier. 

"He was my brother," shouted Michael, his eyes glistening with a couple of tears. 

"Tf that Hun was your brother, then I'm the Kaiser,"' retorted the officer, taking a puff from his cigarette. 
"Hurry up and get moving, we're going to follow those Heinies and give them more hell!" with those words, 
the officer left to follow the other British soldiers, now advancing towards the next German stronghold. 

"T have to go now brother Hans," said Michael, looking into the peaceful face of his German brother in the 
faith. It seemed as though he was just asleep, waiting to be resurrected from the dead. But Michael knew 
where Hans was. He remembered the words of King David upon losing his first son of Bathsheba, that his son 
would not be able to return to him, yet David would see him again someday, in the Kingdom of Heaven. 

"We'll see each other again in Heaven, but I have to return to my wife and son, they need me...'' Michael 
stopped his words cold as if Hans' wife and daughter didn't need the warmth and comfort of a husband and a 
father. 

Michael climbed out of the bomb crater where the body of Hans Muller lay. Yes, there was a war to be 
fought, an enemy to defeat, and he was a soldier of the crown. He turned back one last time to look upon the 
body of an enemy soldier, yet his brother in Christ, and spoke his last words; 

"Auf Wiedersehen mein Bruder, Auf Wiedersehen" 


World War I British soldiers in a trench 
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A MEETING AT THE WELL 


The old woman slowly made her way along the dry, dusty road that passed through the Samaritan city of 
Sychar. This same road leads to Jacob's well which the old patriarch had allotted to his son Joseph and his 
descendants. 

As a young woman, she had been very attractive. She caught the eye of many young men of the town. They 
flirted with her, brought her gifts of honey cakes, and dates dipped in honey and cinnamon. 

She had enjoyed all the attention of these young men, even at the expense of the married women to whom 
some of those young men were attached to. These men thought nothing of having this young, beautiful woman 
on the side as a lover, an adventure, a sort of concubine. 

This situation put her at odds with the other women who began to shun her. They began calling her names, 
sometimes throwing small stones at her. She didn't seem to care much and enjoyed being popular, if only 
among the men. Eventually, she got married to one of those young men, but her marriage didn't last long. Her 
husband soon tired of her and gave her a letter of divorcement. 

This happened again and again, over the span o many years. The men in the town for some reason only 
considered her a past time, an object of physical desire. Naomi became a bitter and frustrated woman. She 
used to fetch water with the other women during the morning hours, but because of the wagging of tongues 
and harassment by the others, she went to the well in the afternoon, when no one else was around. 

This became her trend, her daily walk, her lonely path, for over 50 years. She would walk to Jacob's well, 
walk alone. Now she was no longer beautiful to look at, she was old and wrinkled, her hands, arms, and the 
skin of her face burnt brown by the hot sun. Her hair was a mix of gray and white streaks. Her lively steps 
had turned to slow, but still steady steps, to and from the well. 

But now, there was something different about Naomi. Her countenance was no longer of anger and gloom, 
for a permanent shadow of peace had settled on her. It was a peace that passed all understanding. It was a 
peace that could only come from God above. Now her dreams of a family had been fulfilled since the day she 
met the master, the prophet from Nazareth. She had met him at the well, at Jacob's well. 

Since meeting him, things had taken a turn for the better. She had met a widowed man, a seller of fine linen. 
They married and had 4 children. Now, these children had married and had children of their own. Her 
husband finally died and Naomi mourned for him and buried him in a small cave in the hills of Samaria. 

She knew that the day would come when she would join her husband, and her children would lay her to 
rest alongside his bones. But for now, she would walk to the well as she had been doing for years. 

Today was hot and sunny, and the summer sun was casting long shadows along the path to Jacob's well. 
Old Naomi walked along the dusty road carrying her old clay pitcher, which now seemed heavier than years 
before. As she walked along, she smiled as she heard some familiar voices. 

"Grandma Naomi, Grandma Naomi" cried little Ruth as she ran up and joined her old grandmother on the 
old, dusty road leading to the well. 

"Hello Ruth, how are you this fine day?" replied Naomi, taking Ruth's hand in hers. Naomi's children and 
grandchildren had replaced her years of sadness and gloom with joy and happiness 

"T'm as well as can be grandmother Naomi," smiled young Ruth. "Can I help you carry the pitcher?" 

"of course,"' Naomi replied, passing the clay pitcher to her granddaughter. She felt relieved as her burden 
was now lightened. A few minutes went by and two more of her offspring joined them on their way to Jacob's 
well. They still had a way to go, but now the going would be lighter as the clay burden was shared. 

"Shalom Grandmother Naomi, blessings to you,'' greeted Ana and Levi as they now joined the two on their 
way to the well. 

"Shalom and blessings to you both Ana and Levi," replied Naomi. Now there were four on the way to the 
well. They walked slowly along, the grandchildren making sure they didn't pass their grandmother, as now 
she walked slower because of her old age. The youngsters smiled and talked among themselves, a joke here, a 
friendly push there. 

They finally saw it, just up ahead, a deep-water well surrounded by a wall of stones. Over the years, four 
stout poles had been added supporting a roof made of palm branches to create shade from the hot sun. 

The four reached the well and sat down on the round rock wall that surrounded it. Naomi seemed to gaze 
off into the distance, deep in thought. 

"Tell us about the prophet again grandma," pleaded Ana as she looked up into Naomi's dark eyes. 
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"Oh Ana," sighed Naomi smiling softly, gently stroking Ana's long hair. "I've told you that story so many 
times." 

"Yes, but we like to hear it. It is so wonderful the way you tell it," said Levi, now moving closer to his 
grandmother. 

"All right," she replied as she got up to tie the well's rope around the neck of the clay pitcher. The rope was 
hanging from the main roof beam above the well and lay coiled on the ground, beside the rock wall. Those who 
went to the well tied the end of the rope to their pitchers and then lowered them into the dark, cool, life- 
preserving waters. 

There was a hallow splash as the pitcher hit the well water and slowly sank until it was filled. Naomi pulled 
on the rope and the water pitcher slowly arose to the top of the well. Levi also took hold of the rope and 
together, old Naomi and her grandson Levi lifted the now filled water jug out of the well and placed it on the 
ground. Naomi then took a cloth and covered the top of the jug to keep out the dust. 

She sat down again on the wall and closed her eyes. In her mind's eye, she imagined going back and back 
in time, back perhaps 40 years or more. She smiled as she saw herself young again. Her thoughts took her 
back to that special day, the day that changed her life completely. The day she met the prophet. 

When she opened her eyes, she found herself quickly approaching Jacob's well. With the empty water jug 
on her head, she walked the remaining steps that led her to the familiar spot that provided the life-sustaining 
waters. 

Young Naomi noticed a young man sitting down on the rock wall surrounding the well. He might have been 
in his early thirties. He had a gentle, serene look, a look of true peace. She noticed that he was a Jew, not a 
Samaritan, by the way, he was dressed. He had the usual tunic tied with a cloth rope and a four-squared outer 
garment with tassels tied on the four corners. 

She could tell he was a little hot and tired. He took a small cloth from his belt and wiped his face and beard, 
and then put the cloth again under his belt. The young man smiled as Naomi stopped at the well. She tied her 
clay water jug to the well's rope and lowered the jug into the water. The young man just observed her without 
saying a word. As she pulled up her now filled jug, he spoke. 

"Give me to drink," he asked her, his words so quiet and ever so gentle. Naomi was surprised at his words. 
Jews avoided talking to Samaritans and even avoided walking through Samaria so as to avoid any and all 
contact with them. 

"How is it that you, being a Jew ask me for a drink, since I am a Samaritan woman?" replied Naomi with a 
friendly voice, yet a bit confused since she was aware of the cultural and racial separation of both Jews and 
Samaritans. For centuries, the Jews had despised the Samaritans and considered them "half-breeds'' mixed 
with Babylonian blood. This fact, however, didn't seem to affect this man. 

"Tf you knew the gift of God and who it is who says to you 'give me a drink’, you would ask him and he 
would give to you living water."' replied the young man, with gentleness yet with the voice of authority. 

The words surprised Naomi, as she had never heard the words "living water" spoken with such passion as 
this man just voiced them. Everyone knew that water was essential for life, but she had the feeling that this 
man was referring to something deeper, perhaps something spiritual. She had to be sure. 

"Sir, you have nothing to draw with and the well is deep, where do you get that living water?" asked Naomi 
with all curiosity. Could this man be more important than her ancestor Jacob she wondered? It was Jacob who 
had given this well to his descendants. 

"You are not greater than our father Jacob, are you, who gave us the well and drank of it himself and his 
sons and his cattle?" 

"Everyone who drinks of this water will thirst again" answered the young man calmly, "but whoever drinks 
of the water that I will give him will never thirst. The water that I will give him will become in him a well of 
water springing up to eternal life!" 

Naomi thought on these words. She was right. He was indeed talking about spiritual things. How her soul 
longed for such water. She had felt bitter for so long, being ill-treated by certain men and women in Sychar. 
Men just used her and the women despised her for being a "loose woman". She had wanted peace, true peace, 
internal peace, but up to now, that had eluded her. It was something out of reach for her, until that day. 

"Give me this water" pleaded Naomi. She needed it. He knew it, she knew it. Her search for inner peace 
would soon be over. If she could only draw out this ‘living water'. 

"Go call your husband," the man replied, "and come here." 

"Now what would this man want with my husband?" Naomi thought, but she knew that the man who she 
was living with was not her husband at all. He was just another man who fancied her, at least for a while. As 


Page | 82 


usual, he would probably cast her aside and go to someone else. She decided to be truthful, what harm could 
that do, what else could she do? 

"T have no husband," Naomi answered truthfully. 

"You have correctly answered, 'I have no husband’, for you have had five husbands, and the one whom you 
have now is not your husband. This you have said truly!" responded the man with authority, his eyes looking 
deep inside hers, and into the depth of her heart and soul. 

Naomi was stunned. How could he possibly know all of this? They had never met. He didn't even live in 
Sychar, nor in any part of Samaria. He was just...just passing by and stopped to rest, for a drink of water, that 
was all. He knew her somehow, in some strange way. Deep inside her heart, she knew that this man knew 
everything about her. Now Naomi knew that this man was someone special, not just an ordinary man, not just 
an ordinary Jew from Judea. Could he be? Yes...he had to be.... he must be. 

"Sir," began Naomi, "I perceive that you are a prophet." 

Yes, she was right, and the two dialoged that day at the well. The prophet from Galilee talked to her about 
worship, that God was spirit, and that true worshipers would worship God in spirit and in truth. 

She began to feel attached to this man, this prophet from Judea, unlike no other man. It was not in a carnal 
sense but in a spiritual sense. ‘Salvation is from the Jews' the prophet told her. His words reminded her of the 
stories she had heard from the rabbis and Torah teachers, that someday, a Messiah would come who would 
bring 'Yeshuah"' (salvation). The Messiah would come from the tribe of Judah. She often wondered about 
that. 

"T know that Messiah is coming, when that one comes, he will declare all things to us,'' answered Naomi 
after listening to the young prophet's words. 

"I who speak to you, am he," replied the prophet, his eyes glued to her awaiting her response. 

But Naomi could not utter a word. She just stood there amazed. In this prophet, the Torah came true, the 
scriptures became alive, prophecies fulfilled. Messiah was here, here at the well. Just then she saw twelve men 
walking up to the well. The prophet turned to the men and smiled. They came near and were astonished that 
he was actually speaking to her, a woman of Samaria. Were these men friends of the prophet? 

But this was the Messiah, the one foretold by the prophets of old. Yes, he was here with her, in her city. He 
would have to declare all things to her and to those of her city. The prophet turned to her again and smiled. 
He seemed to know her thoughts. Naomi left her water jug right there at the well. She ran down the road and 
headed towards the market area of Sychar. She just had to tell the residents of her city all about the prophet. 
She found an open area and started to shout; 

"Come see a man who told me all the things that I have done, is this not the Messiah?" 

So all the people in the market left what they were doing and followed Naomi back to Jacob's well. The 
prophet was still there with his disciples. Yes, he was there waiting for Naomi to return with the people. 

The prophet stood up when the crowd came near to him. He knew what they wanted. Yes, he would stay 
with them for two days and expound the scriptures to them. He would reveal himself to them through Moses 
and the Prophets of old. Yes, salvation was within their reach. It was also the prophet's name, 'Yeshua'. In 
those two days, many came to believe on him as the promised Messiah, Yeshua Ben David who was born in 
Bethlehem, as foretold by the Prophet Micah, Messiah the Prince, as foretold by Daniel. 

Slowly, the crowd and Yeshua seemed to fade away, until only memories were left. Naomi opened her eyes 
as she left a soft touch on her arm. 

"Grandmother, are we going home now?" 

Naomi's mind and soul returned to present, although she longed for the past once more, for the chance to 
sit at the feet of her Messiah Yeshua who told her all things. 

"Yes, my lovely Ruth, we shall return home now,'' answered Naomi. The story was long, yet seemed so 
short. It wouldn't be the last time she would tell this story to her descendants. 

"TI wish I could have met Yeshua the Messiah," started Levi, ''He was really, here wasn't he?" his voice 
reflecting all wonder and awe. 

"Yes," replied Naomi gently, ''He was here and, in my heart, and mind, he still is." Naomi's eyes seemed to 
still stare off into the distant past, a meeting that changed her life. 

Slowly, Naomi and her grandchildren got ready to return home. Levi offered to carry the water pitcher and 
together they left Jacob's well. They walked back along the well-trodden path that connected the well to the 
city houses. Naomi paused for a moment as she looked back once more. Her eyes saw the familiar figure of the 
Prophet from Nazareth sitting by the well, offering her the water of life. (from John 4:3-30) 
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“But whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall never 
thirst...” John 4:14 
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THE WILDMAN 


He was not always a Wildman. There was a time when he was of sound mind, a ruler of a great city, but 
arrogance and pride were the cause of his present demise. 

So, the Wildman ran up and down, throughout the great forest that was near his city. He lived amongst the 
beasts of the earth and the fowls of the air. He ate grass like oxen, and his body was wet with the dew of heaven 
until his hair had grown like eagles' feathers and his nails like birds' claws. (1) 

His once elegant raiment of royalty had become tattered rags. He found shelter under trees, beside rocks, 
and at times, in the dens of beasts. In time, the beasts of the forest had become so accustomed to seeing him 
that they paid him no heed, at times, even sleeping beside him during the evenings and during the hot summer 
days. 

Thus, the Wildman lived for many years. It was during the seventh year of his living in such a state that he 
began to question his own worth and purpose of existence. One day, as he ran through the forest, he came upon 
a lion. He looked the lion straight in the eyes and lifted up his voice; 

“Harken thee Oh lion, unto the voice of thy king,” the Wildman started, doeth not thyself recognize the 
presence of a king?” bow down and thus give unto me homage!” 

“What, art thou indeed a king?” roared the lion, “Nay, for thou seemeth more likened unto a beast like us, 
for kingly apparel hast thou not, and thy mind, Oh Wildman, is without reason. Now, harken thee unto my 
words, giveth praises, honor, and glory unto the King of the Universe, the creator of all that is known to exist, 
the great I AM, the one El Elyon, to Him that created both man and beast, and who knows, Oh Wildman, 
perhaps He will restore unto thee thy mind.” 

But the Wildman did not heed the advice of the lion, and he went on his way, eating the grass like the oxen, 
and wild berries and fruit from the trees. His hair continued to grow long like eagles' feathers and his nails 
like the talons of hawks. The months went by and the wild man happened upon a hyena. He looked into eyes 
of the hyena and lifted up his voice saying; 

“Do me homage oh beast, canst thou not recognize thy king? It is I, who hast reigned in this land for many 
years, and this kingdom is mine indeed.” 

The Wildman then awaited the response of the beast. The hyena looked at him, staring him straight in the 
eyes, then rolled over and started to howl, it laughed and laughed, hardly believing its ears. 

“Art thou indeed a king?” said the hyena, in between its howls and laughter. “Nay oh Wildman, but thou 
art a beast indeed, a beast like us. Eatest thou not the grass of the field like an ox? Doeth thou not expose 
thyself to the dew of the morning? And kingly attire hast thou not oh foolish man. But if thou giveth praise, 
honor, and glory to the Creator of Life, to him who hath given thee the breath of life, and to all other living 
things, to the Great I AM, the great El Shaddai who was before the universe began, to Elohim who hath made 
the heavens above and the earth below, then, thy mind and soul will be restored unto thee as before.” 

Yet the Wildman heeded not the words of the hyena and continued in his pride and arrogance. The months 
passed and it was nearing the end of the seventh year that the wild man had been living like the beasts and 
fowls of the forest. It was nearing the evening and there appeared three stars in the heavens indicating the start 
of a new day. The Wildman entered a clearing in the forest and caught sight of the Great Horned Owl, It sat 
on one of the branches of a tree near the forest's edge. It just sat there hooting and hooting, turning its head 
this way and that, blinking its eyes, as if looking for something, or someone. The wild man looked up at the 
owl and lifted up his voice saying; 

“Oh, wise owl, how canst thou stay perched on high when thy king is below? Come down now and thus 
render me homage. Thus, saith thy king and thy lord.” 

The owl stopped hooting and blinking its eyes. It looked down upon the Wildman, eyes glued to this strange 
figure of a man. It then opened its wings and flew down to where the Wildman stood. It found a stump of a 
tree and hopped on top of it. The owl then opened and spread out its wings, and thus bowing its head, began 
its discourse; 

“Indeed, oh Wildman, thou art king and doeth reign over this kingdom. I honor thee as king and lord over 
these lands. But sire, thy raiment and demeanor reflect a curse upon thy life. Hast thou not given praise, honor, 
and glory to thy king on high? For there is a king greater than thee who hast made all of what thou canst see 

Then the Wildman lifted up his voice in response to the owl's words saying; 
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“At last, a creature who bestoweth honor unto me as king, but was it not I who didst build this great city 
outside this majestic forest, and all that thine eyes canst behold?” 

“Indeed,” responded the owl, “thou didst lay the foundation and caused the bricks to be made, and thus laid 
with mortar, but who givest thee intelligence to thus build upon this city?” was it not the LORD God, king of 
the Universe? The great I AM, the most powerful Elohim, El Elyon? And who givest strength to the arms of 
those who carried the burden of bricks to build up the city of thy rule? And who hast given strength to the legs 
that carry a man to and fro? Meditate thus on these things oh king”. 

The owl continued its dialog, looking at the Wildman, deep into his eyes, penetrating his very soul with 
wisdom from above. 

“Who is it that givest reason to the mind of man? And who is it that canst take away thus all of man's reason, 
and thus bringing such a man to such a state as thine, oh wild king?” 

The Wildman stood in awe at the words of the owl. He did not know how to respond to such reasoning and 
wisdom. As he stood there pondering over the words spoken, the owl's discourse penetrated his most inner 
being. 

“Now consider this oh Wildman,” continued the owl, “thine own self and thy present state of being, desireth 
thee not to be of sound mind like before? Yea but the LORD God of the universe can indeed restore thee to thy 
former self and state of being if thou wilt only give unto Him who rules over the hearts of all men, praise, honor, 
and glory. Renounce thy pride and arrogance, and humble thyself in the sight of the LORD. Do these things 
and thy kingdom will be restored unto thee as before.” Thus, the owl finished its oracle and awaited the 
Wildman’s response. 

The Wildman thought, and thought, contemplating the owl's words. He then fell to the ground and lay 
prostrate, lifting not even his face. He then cried out unto the LORD of hosts. Lifting his eyes unto heaven, he 
repented of his pride and arrogance, giving honor and praise to the great I AM. (2) He repented of having put 
to the test the three Hebrew servants of God, casting them into the fiery furnace, and thus the king who became 
a Wildman cried out before the God of all creation. 

All of a sudden, reason and understanding returned to the king and he got up, now being in his right mind. 
He blessed the Most High and praised and honored Him who lives forever. Then he spoke these words of praise 
and honor to the LORD God of all that has life; 

“Thy dominion is an everlasting dominion, and thy kingdom is from generation to generation. All the 
inhabitants of the earth are reputed as nothing; Thou does according to thy will in the army of heaven and 
among the inhabitants of the earth. No one can restrain thy hand or say unto thee, 'what hast thou done?' (3) 

After those words, the king looked upon himself lamenting “Oh how could I have arrived at such a state as 
this, with pauper’s raiment and beastly appearance?” 

“Go quickly your majesty,” replied the owl, “Return to thy palace and to thy wife and servants, as they await 
thy arrival, and yea, they will indeed rejoice to see thee again. They have all been awaiting thee for these past 
seven years. Thy subjects hath even visited this forest from time to time to observe thee, to see that no harm 
might befall thee.” 

The king now in his right mind ran out of the forest as fast as he could run. In no time, he was at the gates 
of the city. The guardians of the gate let him in and he ran to the palace with all speed. His wife and servants 
opened the doors and received him with rejoicing and praise. 

They took him inside the palace and cut his hair, and trimmed his nails and beard. A bath was drawn for 
the king. His servants poured all kinds of sweet-smelling oils and spices into the bath water. The king sat in 
the bath water all night long. He washed and washed, scrubbing his body clean once more. The king's servants 
dressed him with new royal raiment and placed the royal crown on his head. 

He sat down once again on his throne and his advisers updated him as to the affairs of the city and kingdom. 
The king's servants prepared delicious foods for the king, and all the palace dined together in celebration of his 
return and of his sound mind again. 

It was early evening when the king suddenly remembered the wise counsel of the owl. He went out on to the 
balcony of the palace, overlooking the forest where he had roamed for seven years. He looked up into the sky 
and saw three stars, indicating the beginning of a new day. The king then lifted up his voice and raised his 
arms towards the heavens saying; 

“Now I, Nebuchadnezzar, praise and extol and honor the King of Heaven, all of whose works are truth, and 
His ways justice. And those who walk in pride He is able to put down!” (4) 

As King Nebuchadnezzar finished giving praises and honor to God, he heard a familiar noise coming from 
the forest. It was the hoot of an owl. He smiled and nodded in the direction of the forest saying; 
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“Thank you, my wise friend, tis no wonder that thou art named wise among the fowls of the air that thou 
even canst advise a wayward soul such as I, to recognize the most High God and thus return my kingdom to 
me once again.” 

With these words, the king went back inside his palace and continued to rule Babylon for many years. 


(1) Daniel 4:15, 16, 33 
(2) Daniel 4:34 

(3) Daniel 4:34, 35 

(4) Daniel 4:37 


Author's final thought: “If God could make Balaam's donkey speak, He could have done the 
same with a lion, a hyena, and an owl.” 
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GOLDILOCKS AND THE THREE BEARS, FROM A JEWISH 
PERSPECTIVE 


It was around noon time when Goldilocks left her Brooklyn apartment on the corner of Court Street and 
Atlantic Ave. She would finally spend a Sabbath Eve with her grandma “Zaide” Sarah who lived in a small 
retirement village apartment on the corner of 9 Street and 7™ Ave. She was in her late 80s now, and really 
didn’t get around much anymore, at least that was what Goldilocks thought. So, she thought it might be a good 
idea to visit her and spend a Sabbath Eve with her. Mamma thought it was a good idea too. 

So, Mamma baked a fresh loaf of Challah, wrapped it in plastic wrap and placed it inside of Goldilocks’ 
back-pack. She went to the corner of 9" and 7 and waited for the bus. Once she boarded, Goldilocks settled 
down in a seat in the middle of the bus, leaned her head against the window and closed her eyes. Her memories 
took her back to the times when grandma and grandpa had spent more time together with her. 

In past years, they had taken her to Prospect Park which was near the grandparent’s place. They would 
walk together, throw nuts to the squirrels and breadcrumbs to the birds. Goldilocks would swing on one of the 
many swing-sets in the park. A few years ago, grandpa had given up the ghost, and now it was only grandma 
“Zaide” Sarah. These thoughts had slowly lulled Goldilocks to sleep. She wasn’t planning a nap on the bus, it 
just happened that way. 

When she awoke, the bus had stopped for a few minutes because the bus driver had gone into a store for a 
snack and a restroom break. She looked around and saw the street sign, “New York Ave”, a little far from 
where she had planned to get off. She had plainly slept through her stop at 7 and 9" Ave. 

” Have a nice day,” said the driver as he got back on. 

” Yeah, you too,” replied Goldilocks as she rushed down the aisle and jumped down the steps and passed the 
open door. A few more passengers got on and the driver closed the door and drove away. 

So, there she stood there at the corner of Midwood and New York Ave thinking that, ‘somehow, I have to get 
back to where Grandma lives. She opened her purse and fumbled around looking for another bus token, but 
all she found was some loose change, an old grocery receipt, some paperclips and an old folded up homework 
assignment from Mr. Stein’s Social Studies class. 

Great,’ she thought, ‘so this is where it was, two weeks too late. Ill turn it in any way, better late than 
never.’ 

The loose change amounted to twenty-two cents, not even enough for a cup of coffee. 

“Well,” she thought, I could schnor myself back to grandma’s place.” 

She remembered the stories that grandma and grandpa had told her about ‘schnorers’ back in the old 
country, destitute beggars asking pedestrians for a few Kopeks or even a Ruble or two near the great city of 
Kiev. 

But, “No,” she thought, “there’s no way I’m going to schnor for bus fare, Pll just walk it out.” 

So, Goldilocks began her trek back towards grandma’s place at 9™ and 7". Sure, it was a long way off, but 
if she walked fast, she ought to be there in time for Sabbath. With the loaf of challah in her backpack, she 
hurried along New York Ave as fast as she could walk. A little way up ahead she noticed a sign that pointed to 
Prospect Park. 

“Well,” she thought, “I could go around the park or cut through it. If I cut through it, I’ll save some time, 
yeah, cut through it.” she decided finally. So, Goldilocks started through Prospect Park with backpack and 
challah loaf inside. Soon she noticed a trail that led to Brooklyn’s only forest. 

This somewhat intrigued her. She remembered grandma “Zaide” telling her about this small forest in 
Brooklyn, yet she never took her along one of these quaint forest paths. 

“Guess I can make a detour,” thought Goldilocks, “ten or fifteen minutes won’t matter. I'll still make it back 
to grandmas before the Sabbath begins.” 

So, Goldilocks started to walk along the main trail that led to towering trees and bushes. She was enthralled 
by such greenery in the middle of the city, she was captivated by the tweeting of the birds, and the scurrying 
squirrels that paused for a second to stare at her before disappearing into the thickets and trees. 

Soon, she came upon a small log cabin house that was nestled between a clump of trees. It was off the beaten 
trail but nevertheless, curiosity got the better of her. She went over to investigate. She made her way to this 
small, strange house in the middle of this vast Brooklyn forest. She read the sign that was nailed to the front of 
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the door which read; “BEARkowitz Family”. There were also three mailboxes near the front door with the 
names; Papa BEARkowitz, Mama BEARKkowitz, and Baby BEARkowitz. 

Goldilocks went closer for a better look and noticed that the front door was opened a crack, so she went up 
and knocked. 

“Hello, anyone at home?” 

Her knocking opened the door a bit more. No one answered, so she pushed open the door and went inside 
the BEARkowitz residence. Upon entering she noticed a small, cozy kitchen to the left and around the corner 
was a combination dining and living room. On the dining room table, she noticed three bowls of porridge. The 
aroma of the porridge stirred up her appetite, so she went over and sat down in a large chair in front of the 
larger bowl of porridge. She tasted it but, alas, it was much too hot. 

She moved over to the medium-sized chair in front of a smaller bowl and tasted the porridge. But “oi” it was 
too cold and bland. Then she saw the smallest bowl of porridge in front of the smallest chair. The chair looked 
comfortable so she sat down and tasted the porridge. 

“Yes,” she exclaimed, “just right” 

So, she ate it all up. After eating, Goldilocks felt a little tired so she went into the living room and saw two 
cushioned chairs and a small rocking chair. She sat down in the first chair, but it was much too hard for her 
comfort. She then tried the next chair, but the cushion was too soft for her comfort. Finally, she sat down in 
the rocking chair and started rocking back and forth. Yes, it seemed just right. 

After about ten minutes of rocking back and forth in the small rocking chair, Goldilocks began to feel sleepy 
so she went into the master bedroom and found two beds. She lay down in the first bed which was pretty large, 
but the mattress was too hard and firm. She went to the other bed and lay down, but the mattress was much 
too soft. Then she went into the adjoining bedroom and found baby bear’s bed, (who wasn’t really a baby 
anymore on account that he was already 13 and Bar-mitzvahed). She lay down on the bed and she felt that it 
was just right. Soon, she fell fast asleep. 

In the meanwhile, Papa Bear, Mama Bear, and Baby Bear (who wasn’t a baby anymore since he was already 
13 and bar-mitzvahed) returned home from shopping. They saw that the door was already open a jar, so Papa 
Bear said; 

“Honey, did you forget to lock the door again?” 

“Oi Vey,” responded Mama Bear, “Seems like I am getting to be a bit absent-minded these days, my bad!” 

“That’s OK,” replied Papa Bear, “We don’t have anything worth stealing anyway.” 

So, the three BEARkowitz bears entered and Mama Bear put the groceries on the kitchen table for the 
Sabbath Eve dinner. It was then that Papa Bear noticed the bowls of porridge on the table. 

“Someone has been eating my porridge!” said Papa bear a little annoyed. 

Mama Bear went over to the table and looked at her bowl of porridge and exclaimed; 

“Oi, someone has been eating from my bowl of porridge too!” 

Then Baby Bear (who wasn’t such a baby anymore since.... well...you know) went over to his bowl of 
porridge and cried out; 

“Someone ate all of my porridge, and I am really hungry now!” 

“Do you suppose that someone came in here while we were out shopping?” asked Mama Bear a bit surprised. 

“Well,” replied Papa Bear, “you did leave the door unlocked, didn’t you? We’ll just look around and see. If 
someone is here, we’ll soon find out.” 

So, the three bears went into the living room and went over to their chairs. 

“Someone has been sitting in my chair!” exclaimed Papa Bear, noticing that his chair had been moved 
slightly. 

“Someone has been sitting in my chair too!” exclaimed Mama Bear, noticing that the cushion had been 
moved. Then Baby Bear (who wasn’t a baby.... you know the rest) went over to his rocking chair and said; 

“Someone has been rocking in my chair, look, my comic book that was on my chair is on the floor!” and he 
went over and placed the comic book on the rocking chair seat again. 

“Good observation son,” replied Papa Bear, nodding his head. “We’re getting closer to the truth of the 
matter, let’s check out the bedrooms.” 

So, the BEARkowitz bears went into the master bedroom. Papa Bear noticed that the bedspreads were a bit 
out of place. 

“Someone has been sleeping in my bed!” he exclaimed, shaking his head. 

“Someone has also been sleeping in my bed,” replied Mama bear, noticing that the sheets were pulled back 
a bit. 
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” Mama, Papa!” cried out Baby (well, you know the story) Bear, “someone is sleeping in my bed, and here 
she is!” 

Mama and Papa Bear rushed into their son’s bedroom and were very much surprised to see the young girl 
asleep in the bed. For a minute, they just stood there staring at Goldilocks. 

” Is she one of your friends' son?” asked Papa Bear. 

” Never seen her in my life Papa!” replied (well, we have to call baby Bear something else). 

Then Mama Bear, very gently, reached over and shook Goldilocks’ feet. 

” wake up, wake up little girl,” she said softly. 

Goldilocks stirred a little and awoke from her sleep. She rubbed her eyes a bit and sat up. When she opened 
her eyes and saw the three bears standing at her bedside, out of her mouth came; 

Ayyyyy! Yahhh, Yahhh, Yahhh.... screaming at the top of her lungs, terrified to see the bears. 

” Oi, little girl, stop screaming so, you act as though we’re going to eat you alive,” responded Mama Bear, a 
little surprised to see the girl act so. 

” Well bears are bad, and evil,” replied Goldilocks still a little distraught, “They attack and eat people and 
tear them limb from limb!” 

” I think wolves do that,” said baby bear, “it was a big bad wolf that ate Little Red Riding Hood’s grannie!” 

” Oi Vey,” groaned Papa Bear shaking his head, “She must have gotten a hold of last month’s Field and 
Stream magazine, you know, the one that had the article about the hikers in the Rockies getting attacked by a 
grizzly.” 

Mama Bear just smiled at Goldilocks and sat down in the bed beside her. “Not all bears are bad dear,” she 
said, trying to calm the young girl, “but grizzlies, well, they’re bears with an attitude.” 

” So what kind of bears are you?” asked Goldilocks, now a bit more composed. 

” Well,” began Papa Bear, “To be perfectly honest, we do have some grizzlies in our family. My great, great 
aunt and uncle; Sasha and Tatyana BEARKovich lived in the forests of Siberia near Yakutsk. Now those were 
two bears with an attitude, why they took on 4 Cossacks at once and tore them apart. But the Cossacks were 
the ones looking for trouble mind you!” 

” Yeah, but they’re probably a pair of rugs in the Tsar’s palace by now,” responded Baby (but not so baby 
anymore) Bear, a little excited to join the conversation. 

” Son,” growled Papa Bear, “what did I tell you about saying that kind of thing? They aren’t rugs, they 
just...well... vanished one day. 

” sorry,” sighed baby Bear, a little embarrassed now, especially in front of this unexpected visitor. 

” Well dear,” replied Mama Bear, remembering the question, “What kind of bears are we? Well? 
We’re...ah...” Brooklyn bears!” Mama bear didn’t quite know what else to say. 

” Yeah,” added baby Bear, “like the Brooklyn Dodgers.” 

Goldilocks just looked at the three bears wide-eyed, just looking for a chance to escape. She still had her 
backpack on and she slowly got off the bed. “Weeell,” she began, “I’m not really into baseball, I’m a tennis 
fan...soooo.... gotta go now...bye...” and she quickly headed toward the bedroom door. Papa bear, though, 
moved quickly in front of her. 

»” Just a minute young lady, you haven’t told us why you’re here,” he said, standing in front of the door 
blocking Goldilocks’ getaway. Goldilocks stopped, threw the backpack on the bed and sat down again. 

» First of all, my name is Goldilocks, and well...this is how it went.” So, she told the story of how she left 
her apartment and headed towards grandma “Zaide” Sarah’s place, fell asleep on the bus, got off at the wrong 
stop, ran out of bus tokens, head back to grandma’s place, took a shortcut through the park and then...ended 
up at the Bear’s house. Now, the Bear family’s interest was really sparked, 

» So, you see sir,” continued Goldilocks... 

” ?m Mr. BEARkKowitz, and this is my family,” interrupted Papa bear. 

” OK, nice to meet you...as I was saying...I came across your house, the door was open a crack, I came in, I 
was a bit hungry and I still am, and well...I saw your porridge and well...you know the rest.” Goldilocks 
stopped talking and waited for the Bear’s response. 

” So, you say you’re on your way back to your grandma’s place near 9" and 7" Street, right?” asked Papa 
Bear. “what’s her name if I may ask?” 

” Sarah,” answered Goldilocks, “Zaide” Sarah. 

” Grandma “Zaide” Sarah is YOUR grandmother?” questioned papa Bear a bit surprised. “Zaide” Sarah 
Goldstein?” 

” You know her?” questioned Goldilocks, wondering how in the world he could know her grandma. 
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” Why everyone around here knows Grandma “Zaide” Sarah Goldstein,” replied Mama Bear, “She is so 
friendly, always comes to the park, feeds the birds, the squirrels, tells the children in the park Bible stories, 
why, we just saw her today when we were on our way home from shopping. She was at Temple Beth Shalom. 
I believe that Rabbi Stein and his wife invited her to their place to spend Sabbath Eve, such a nice old lady” 
smiled Mama Bear looking at Goldilocks with all serenity. 

” You mean to tell me that I came all this way and she isn’t even home?” answered Goldilocks, quite annoyed 
now, upon hearing this unexpected news. 

” Well, you could have called her on the phone,” replied Mama Bear quietly. 

” She never answers the stupid phone!” cried Goldilocks, “and mama baked this Challah especially for her!” 
she added, taking the paper wrapped loaf of Challah bread out of her backpack, showing it to the bears. 

” The challah,” cried out Mama Bear slapping herself on the side of her head, “That’s what we forgot dear 
husband, the Challah bread at Aaron’s bakery!” 

Papa bear just stood there, stroking his chin, deep in thought. “You know,” he began, “This is a very 
interesting situation. We have a Sabbath Eve chicken dinner in the oven, and Goldilocks here has the Challah. 
Young lady, how would you like to be our Sabbath Eve dinner guest this evening?” 

” Yes,” added Mama Bear, “it would be an honor to have you!” 

Goldilocks didn’t quite know how to respond. Then she smiled a big smile and nodded 
“Thank you so much, I accept, I’m as hungry as a bear.... Oh...sorry, no pun intended, my bad.” 

” Well,” replied Mama Bear, “It’s settled, let’s go into the dining room and wash up, the Sabbath is almost 
upon us”. So, the three bears and Goldilocks left baby bear’s bedroom and went into the dining room. 

” Now, you two go to the sink and wash your hands and don’t forget the hand washing blessing. Papa bear 
and I will get the dinner on the table, and get the candles and wine out to greet the Sabbath. 

So, baby bear and Goldilocks washed their hands, recited the blessing, and went over to the dining room 
table. 

” Goldilocks, you sit over there,” said Mama Bear, pointing to one of the chairs, “and Baby bear, you sit next 
to Goldilocks.” 

” Come on Mama,” cried out Baby Bear, “Cut it out with the ‘Baby Bear bit’ I’m already 13 years old, 
remember my Bar mitzvah last month?” 

” Well,” began Mama Bear, “You know how the story goes, the author named you...” 

” I know, I know,” interrupted baby bear, “but you can change my name...Pleeeeeaase!! He cried. 

” Go ahead, change the name,” responded Papa Bear as he set the candles in place on the table. 

” How about, YOUNG BEAR?” asked Mama, looking inquisitively at her son. 

” Sounds native American,” replied her son bluntly. 

” T like it,” replied Goldilocks, smiling from ear to ear. 

” YES.” shouted Young Bear pumping his fist in the air, “Young Bear, Young Bear, Yes, Yes!” 

OK, it’s settled, YOUNG BEAR, you sit with Goldilocks, the Sabbath is almost among us” replied Mama 
Bear as she put on her white scarf. Papa Bear put the roast chicken, mashed potatoes and corn in the middle 
of the table. The table already had a beautiful white linen tablecloth, especially for the Sabbath. He poured 
some wine in the four wine glasses which was in front of each family member and the surprise visitor. He then 
set the Challah bread next to the chicken and sprinkled some salt on it. Papa put on his Yarmulke and looked 
at his wife and nodded to her to begin. 

Mama bear lit the candles and waved her hands, as if drawing in the light of the Sabbath candles, then 
recited the prayer; 

” Baruch Atah Adonai, Eloheinu Melech HaOlam...Blessed art thou Oh LORD God, King of the 
universe...” Then Papa Bear took the Challah and cut it, and recited the Sabbath prayer for the bread, then 
gave a piece of Challah to those at the table. Then came the blessing over the wine, and the wine was shared as 
well. 

After all, had partaken of the bread and the wine, Papa Bear said, “Amen” and the rest responded, “Amen” 

” OK, so let’s eat,” replied Mama Bear, as she served the chicken, the mashed potatoes and the corn to 
everyone at the table. 

” Gut Shabbos everyone,” said Papa Bear, nodding at Goldilocks. 

” Gut Shabbos,” replied Goldilocks, “Gut Shabbos to all of you and thank you.” 

” You are so welcome young lady,” said Mama Bear, very happy to have a Shabbos guest. 

Goldilocks was really enjoying the BEARkowitz’ Shabbos meal, and then she noticed that “Young Bear” 
was looking at her, and seemed to have something on his mind. He finally got enough nerve and lifted up his 
voice saying; 
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“Uh...uh...Goldilocks? uh...I wanted to, kinda, like, ask you something?” 

” Yeah, what?” replied Goldilocks, a bit curious as to the nature of the question. 

Young bear swallowed a piece of chicken with a bit more wine and then responded; 

” OK, are you...well...kinda like...uh...going with someone? I mean...do you...like have a boyfriend?” 

Goldilocks just smiled and rolled her eyes; “Oi!” she said, “what next?” 

Now it came to pass that an old Rabbi with a long white beard, a Bekishe, and a black hat just happened to 
come across this story written on several sheets of lined notebook paper. He just happened to be walking in 
Prospect Park in early Spring. He sat down on one of the park benches to meditate on the creation of HaShem. 
He looked and saw the 5 pieces of notebook paper stapled together and folded. They were right at the end of 
the bench weighted down by a small rock. 

He read through the story, smiled and said within himself; ‘Yes, this would be perfect for next Sabbath’s 
message.” So, the rabbi went home and made some notes with the help of the rebbetzin. Upon the arrival of the 
next Sabbath, the rabbi went up to the Bema and began his discourse. 

“God has given us all the spirit of curiosity,” began the Rebbe, “We are curious about new things, new 
situations, our nature is to be inquisitive, so we venture off-course a bit to explore new terrains. What lies 
behind closed doors you might ask? Sometimes, the doors are open just a bit to invite you to ‘push it open and 
take a look inside.” 

Life is full of new experiences and opportunities that we might wish to tackle. Some of them might be just 
“too hot” to handle. We might not be prepared just yet. Other tasks may be, in our opinion, “too cold” “too 
bland” or just “too boring” for us to handle, or accept. However, if there is a job that needs to be done, a 
“mitzvah” needing to be performed, a person in need of your help, no matter how “bland” or “how boring” it 
may seem to you, God has put you there for a reason. Never think that a “mitzvah” is beneath your dignity, 
God will bless and reward many “humble floor sweepers.” 

Then there are the situations and “mitzvoth” that seem “just right” right up your alley you may think. “This 
is just what I was hoping for.” Or “expecting” or “waiting for.” Then there is “sit down” time, “downtime” 
time for a rest, a personal “Shabbos” time. You may rest in an easy chair, or take a long snooze in a “b.b.b.” 
(baby-bear bed). 

Many will take their long-awaited summer vacation, some will just be satisfied with a weekend Sabbath rest. 
Some will take a yearlong “sabbatical” that is if it can be afforded. God created the world in six days and rested 
on the seventh. He worked and then rested. We should take his example. There is a time for work, to do 
mitzvoth (good deeds), and a time for rest. There is a time and a season for everything and everything has its 
time and its season. 

There is a time and a season to repent of wrongdoing, time for Zeshuvah, to get right with God, that time is 
now. There is a time, a place, a season just right for you. Take advantage of it, because there is no promise of 
tomorrow. As the Prophet Isaiah said; “Seek the L-RD while He may be found, call upon Him while He is 
near!” (55:6) 


Schnorer A beggar (Yiddish) 


Schnor to beg (Yiddish) —7 

Zaide grandmother (Yiddish) Nees 8 
Bekishe A long, black suit-coat + 

Rebbetzin A rabbi’s wife ND ND 

Teshuvah Repentance i } 
Mitzvah A good deed (Se 
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THE FALL 


The man opened his eyes and looked up at the deep blue sky that his creator had made. It was blue like a 
sparkling sapphire that reflected the bright, warm rays of the sun which the creator had put there in the midst. 
The bright sunlight warmed the skin of the man. It felt so good. It was all part of the creation that the God of 
all beings had put into place. 

The man sat up. He looked upon his arms, legs, and torso which were coated with reddish-brown dust, the 
dust of the earth from which he was made. Then the man stood up upon his feet and looked around at his 
surroundings. He looked towards the North, the South, towards the East, and the West. All around him was a 
vast, green forest-garden with all kinds of fruit-bearing trees, bushes of berries, and fields of all sorts of grains. 
There were also trees and shrubs with no fruit, but instead, had multi-colored flowers which emitted a variety 
of different, sweet fragrances which perfumed the air around the man. 

The cool, green grass under his feet felt refreshing, as there was the presence of a cool mist which came up 
from the earth to water the whole garden-forest (1). The man observed a high hill which was near the center 
of the garden. Alongside the hill, he saw a crystal-clear river that watered the garden. At a little distance away, 
it parted into four separate rivers that flowed away from the garden forest. 

The man approached the river in the midst of the garden and found a small, quiet pool. When he looked 
down into the pool, he saw a man looking up at him. The man that looked up at him glowed with a soft, glowing 
light. The man looked at himself carefully. He looked at his arms, legs, and torso and indeed, he did shine with 
his creator’s shekinah glory. The very essence of Elohim was upon his body. 

The man marveled at the garden-forest which Elohim had created. He desired all the goodly fruit which 
hung from the branches of the diverse fruit-trees. Then Elohim spoke to the man out of the heavens and said; 

“Of every tree of the garden ye may freely eat, but of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil you shall 
not eat, for, in the day that you eat of it, you shall surely die.” (2) 

So, the man went in among the trees of the garden and partook of all the goodly fruit that the trees produced. 
He ate from the trees that produced pears, apples, oranges, kiwi, mangos, bananas, and cherries. He also took 
from the vines that produced both green and purple grapes. He ate of the trees until his hunger was satisfied. 

As he wandered throughout his paradise home, he came to a clearing in the midst of the garden. There in 
the clearing grew the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. The tree was a bit taller than the other trees of 
the garden-forest. It was lovely to look upon and it emitted a fragrance that perfumed the whole area around 
it. Its fruit was like tiny clusters of grapes hanging from its many branches. But the man heeded the warning 
of his creator and continued to explore the rest of the garden, leaving behind the forbidden tree. 

Now the man was not alone in the garden, for he saw many varieties and kinds of beasts, beasts that walked 
on all four legs, some that walked on two legs with long tails behind them. He also observed the beasts that flew 
through the air, both great and small. He bent down to observe the tiny insects that scurried along the ground 
from which he was made. He saw that some beasts were of one color, others, such as the flying beasts, were of 
many colors. 

Then the man decided to follow one of the rivers that flowed from the garden. As he gazed into the crystal 
clarity of the waters, he noticed all kinds of fish, some of one only color, others of many colors. There were both 
large and small fish, all swimming up and down the rivers. He went to observe the other three rivers and saw 
also, a multitude of fish that swam up and down the flowing waters. 

So, God brought all the beasts of the field, and fowls of the air to the man to see what he would call them. 
(3) As the man observed each and every beast, he gave them names according to their size and characteristics. 
To all he gave names, according to their kinds and species, from the tiny field mouse that ran in the fields, to 
the giant Behemoth, whose legs were like iron and whose tail was like a Cedar and with its long neck, would 
drink up the waters of the rivers. He named also the fowls of the air, from the tiny Titmouse that could fit in 
the palm of a hand, to the giant Pterosaurs, whose wingspan was three times the height of a man, and whose 
flapping of wings would stir up whirlwinds. The man also gave names to the fish of the rivers, according to 
their species and kinds. 
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The man continued to explore, even beyond the boundaries of his garden home. He traveled westward even 
unto the great Sea. There he called forth the great beasts of the sea and they came forth, even unto the shore 
where the man stood. To them he also gave names. He gave names to the great whales, sharks, and to the 
swarming creatures, even the great Leviathan, whose massive size towered above the mightiest of the whales. 

Now the man noticed that in naming and observing all the beasts of the earth, the fowls of the air, and the 
fish of the waters, every beast was either male or female and that every beast had its mate. The man was 
saddened that there was no mate for him, a counterpart liked unto himself. So, the man returned to his garden 
paradise with a fallen countenance. Then Elohim looked down upon the man and said; 

“It is not good that man should be alone. I will make him a helper comparable to him.” (4) So, the LORD 
God caused a deep sleep to fall upon the man, and he slept. Then he took one of his ribs and closed up the flesh 
at that place. The LORD God fashioned into a woman the rib which he had taken from the man and brought 
her to the man. (5) 

Then the man awoke from his sleep and looked up into the face of the woman. She was beautiful to look 
upon, the perfect help-meet for the man. He stood up and embraced the woman, kissing her tenderly saying: 

“This is bone of my bone, and flesh of my flesh; She shall be called Woman, because she was taken out of 
the Man.” (6) 

Adam and Eve gazed into each other’s eyes and knew they had been made one for the other. Adam also 
noticed that Eve’s body also had a soft covering of light that came from the presence of the LORD God of all 
creation. It was like a skin of light, that covered their flesh. 

So, Adam showed Eve the garden-forest that the LORD God had given them. He showed her all the vast 
array of fruit and nut trees, the flowering bushes and shrubs. He also took her to the midst of the garden and 
showed her the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. He also explained to her the warning that the LORD 
God of creation had given him concerning the tree. He took her to see the beasts of the earth and pointed to 
the fowls of the air. Eve learned their names and they called them by their names and by their kinds. When 
they called to the animals, they came to the man and the woman as there was no fear in their hearts. 

Adam then took his to see the rivers that flowed from their garden paradise. Adam showed Eve the different 
fish that swam in the flowing waters and told her their names. Adam and Eve then traveled together westward 
toward the great sea. On their way, they saw the immense variety of animals, both great and small. Adam also 
called them by their names and Eve learned their names. When they arrived at the great sea, Adam called out 
to the marine beasts, both great and small. They all came to the water’s edge when he called the names. 

Eve stood in awe at the size of some of the beasts, the great whales, the long-necked beasts with long tails 
and flippers. She marveled at the schools of flying fish that glided over the waves of the waters. The great 
Leviathan also came at the bidding of the man and woman. 

Adam and Eve finally made their way back to their garden home. They lay down together in the soft green 
grass under one of the many fruit trees of their paradise dwelling. Exhausted from their trip, they soon fell fast 
asleep. The woman awoke at first light, and seeing that her husband was still asleep, went off to explore the 
garden paradise alone. When she reached the center of the garden, she saw the tree of the knowledge of good 
and evil. She gazed with desire at its lovely fruit which hung from the branches. 

The sweet fragrance of the tree brought her even closer, but she remembered the warning of her husband 
concerning the tree. 

As she came even closer, even to stand under the tree she noticed some movement among the many flowering 
branches. Then the serpent that rested among the leaves spoke to the woman saying; 

“Eve, hath Elohim indeed said ‘You shall not eat of every tree of the garden?” and Eve said unto the serpent; 

“We may eat of the fruit of the trees of the garden, but of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, Elohim 
hath said ‘You shall not eat of it, nor shall you touch it lest you die!” 

“Ye shall not surely die,” replied the serpent with utmost deceit, “for Elohim knows that in the day you eat 
of it your eyes will be opened and you will be like Elohim, knowing both good and evil!” (7) 

So, Eve confided in the words of the lying serpent and seeing that the tree was good for food and pleasant to 
the eyes and that it would increase her wisdom in all things, she reached up and picked some of its fruit and ate 
of it. Adam, in the meantime, had awakened from his deep sleep and seeing that Eve was not by his side, got 
up and called out to her. 

“Here am I husband,” cried out Eve from the midst of the garden, “I am by the tree of the knowledge of 
good and evil.” 

So, Adam went to the midst of the garden and found his wife under the forbidden tree with some of its fruit 
in her hand. When he saw his wife with the fruit, his countenance fell and was greatly dismayed thinking that 
indeed, she had partaken of the fruit. 
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“Wife,” began the man, “Did ye not remember the words which I spoke unto thee? That the LORD God of 
all creation gave us free choice of all the trees of the garden, save this one which is here in the midst of the 
garden. Only this tree was prohibited to us so why did ye disobey? Why did ye eat of it so foolishly?” Adam 
dropped to his knees, covering his face with his hands. He cried tears of sadness and anguish concerning his 
wife. 

“Be ye comforted husband,” replied Eve, trying to reassure her husband. “As you can see, I am not dead, 
but quite alive and well. The serpent said it would be good to eat of the fruit of this tree and become just as our 
creator is, knowing both good and evil.” 

But the voice of Eve trembled as she spoke, and the look of fear and guilt overcame her being. Even the aura 
of light which covered her body had begun to fade. 

“My dear wife,” began Adam as he went near Eve, “did not Elohim create us both in His perfect image? Did 
he not create us both to know what He wanted us to know? Then why didst thou wish to know more” can 
anyone be exactly like Elohim?” 

Adam looked into the eyes of his wife with love and tenderness. He could not bear the thought of living 
without her. Alas, he would indeed share in her suffering and guilt. Adam then extended his hand and took 
some of the fruit from the hand of Eve and he did eat of it as well. Then the eyes of both of them were opened 
and saw to their distress that the soft covering of light which glowed upon their bodies was fading away, finally, 
disappearing completely. It was then that they realized that they were naked. 

The couple ran as fast as they could from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil and hid elsewhere in 
the vast forest garden called Eden. They found a fig tree and with its leaves, made two aprons to cover their 
nakedness. Yet the aprons could not hide their shame, they lay down and wept in each other’s arms. Perhaps, 
just perhaps, they could hide from the presence of the LORD. 

Then they heard the sound of the LORD God as he passed through the garden. They remained hidden, 
fearing the wrath of their creator for their disobedience, yet the creator called out to them in a still, soft voice, 
a voice of love yet tinted with sadness and disappointment. 

“Adam, where art thou?” said the LORD God of all creation. 

“J heard your voice in the garden and was afraid. I was naked and therefore, hid myself”. Adam tried to 
speak boldly, yet his voice reflected fear and shame. 

“Who told thee that thou wast naked?” responded the creator, “Didst thou eat of the tree which I 
commanded thee not to eat?” 

Yet the voice of God was still soft, like a father reaching out to his disobedient children, searching for an 
admission of guilt and repentance. 

Then Adam and Eve stood up and walked towards the voice of their God and creator. They told Elohim 
what had happened, of the serpent’s deceitful advice, of their eating of the forbidden fruit. When they had 
finished their confession, they awaited the verdict from God. 

There was a short pause, then the voice of God rang out like thunder with the words like bolts of lightning; 

“Serpent, because thou hast done this, thou art cursed above all cattle, and above every beast of the field. 
Upon thy belly, thou shalt go, and dust thou shalt eat all the days of thy life: And I will put enmity between 
thee and the woman, and between thy seed and her seed; it shall bruise thy head and thou shalt bruise his heel.” 
To the woman God said; 

“T will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy conception. In pain thou shalt bring forth children. Thy desire 
shalt be for thy husband and he shalt rule over thee.” A loud clap of thunder and a bolt of lightning followed 
each sentence that came forth from the mouth of God. Then the LORD God of all creation said unto the man; 

“Because thou hast listened to the voice of thy wife and hast eaten of the tree, of which I commanded thee 
saying, ‘thou shalt not eat of it’ cursed is the ground for thy sake; in sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of 
thy life; Thorns also and thistles shall it bring forth to thee, and thou shalt eat the herb of the field. In the sweat 
of thy face shalt thou eat bread til thou return unto the ground; for out of it wast thou taken: for dust thou art, 
and unto dust shalt thou return.” (8) 

Adam and Eve were greatly saddened at the fact that because of their disobedience to the command of their 
creator, they had brought forth the curse of sin into the world. No longer could they live in their garden 
paradise, but were cast out of the garden. 

Cherubs, with a flaming sword, were stationed at the east of the garden to guard the way to the Tree of Life. 
Now, the couple had to seek out another place to live, outside of the garden. 

Once outside the garden, the LORD God Elohim brought Adam and Eve to a high hill and showed them two 
lumps of bloodied flesh. The flesh stank and flies were all around it. Adam and Eve were deeply saddened at 
seeing the two lifeless corpses. 
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“Why, O LORD, have you brought us here, and what is the meaning behind these two lifeless beasts of the 
field?” asked Adam, distraught over the sight of death. 

The LORD spoke out of a cloud which pulsated with a glowing light saying; “I want thee and thy wife to see 
the cost of sin. Because of thy disobedience to my commandment that prohibited thee from eating of the Tree 
of Knowledge of Good and Evil, these two perfect lambs had to die. Their blood will cover and atone for your 
sin. Now, look behind where thou art standing!” 

The man and his wife then looked and behold, there were two aprons made of the skins of the lambs that 
were slain. 

“Put them on,” said the LORD God of all creation, “and be ye both reminded forever of the cost of sin. Now 
harken ye unto the voice of thy God. At dusk, at the beginning of each new day, take ye two goodly and perfect 
lambs, one for each of thee and sacrifice them upon an altar made of unhewn stones. Ye shalt put wood 
thereupon, and when ye call upon my name, I will hear thy voice from my glory cloud and will send forth fire 
to consume the sacrifices, thus ye shalt do all the days of your life. Be ye comforted, for one day, a lamb will 
come who will take away the sin of the world forever.” Thus, the LORD finished speaking. 

Both Adam and Eve wondered at the words of Elohim as they dressed themselves in the skins of the lambs. 
When they descended the hill, they saw that one of the rivers that flowed from the garden was near. They 
followed the river for a short distance and found a small cave that was at the base of another hill. They made 
that cave their new home. 

But the LORD God of all creation did not forget Adam and Eve, for he sent an angel to teach them many 
things. The angel taught them how to make fire from rocks of flint and iron, how to mix clay and water and 
shape them into vessels for cooking. He also taught them to sow seed and reap in due time, how to care for the 
animals, milk the cows, and goats, and how to make cheese from the milk. The angel taught them to sheer the 
sheep and make clothing for their bodies. 

So, Adam and Eve learned much from the angel and soon learned how to make bread from crushing the 
grains of wheat and barley, adding water and cooking them in the fire. All these things the angel taught them 
and much more. The angel spoke kindly to them and reminded them of the promise of Elohim, that the head 
of the serpent would someday be crushed by the future seed of the woman. Adam and Eve were thus comforted 
by the words of the angel. 

Yet Eve was still distraught with the fact that she had brought the curse of sin into the world. Yes, she knew 
that through her seed the curse of sin would come to end, but when? Who would it be? So, Adam comforted 
her and reassured her that it would be soon. Now Adam loved his wife dearly, with all of his heart, and he knew 
her and she conceived and bore a man-child. Adam and Eve named their son Cain. She conceived again and 
they named their second son Abel. 

Adam and Eve loved their two sons, and they taught them all that the angel had taught them. They taught 
them how to make fire with stones of flint and iron, how to form vessels from clay, they showed them the fields 
of grain and the pastures where the sheep and goats grazed. Cain was fascinated by the fields of wheat, barley, 
and corn. He became a farmer and cared for the fields of grain, sowing and reaping in due season. Elohim 
blessed the ground for his sake. He learned how to reap the fields of wheat and barley, fanning them to extract 
the grains, then crushing the grains to make bread. The bread he brought to their cave home. 

Abel loved the sheep and the goats, and he became a shepherd and cared for them all. He learned how to 
milk the goats and make cheese. He brought the milk and the cheese to the cave for his father, mother, and his 
brother Cain. Now the LORD God of creation was gracious to Adam, Eve, Cain, and Abel. There was an 
abundance of fruit and nut trees, bushes of berries, and vines of grapes that were outside of the forbidden 
garden of Eden. So, every morning, the family would go gather the fruits of the earth and bring them back to 
their cave. Cain would bring the bread and Abel would bring milk and cheese. Together as a family, they would 
eat their meals on the luscious green grass in front of their cave home 

The years passed, and the children grew in the knowledge of good and evil. Abel’s eyes always reflected the 
love and passion towards his parents and towards the animals of the field, but Cain, as he grew, his eyes reflected 
pride and arrogance. And it came to pass that the day came that the sons of Adam and Eve arrived at the age 
of accountability, understanding, and wisdom. Then their father called them to his side and lifted up his voice 
saying; 

“Harken now my sons unto my voice, and take heed to the counsel of thy mother, for today, ye have both 
arrived at the age of accountability. Ye have both observed since the time and thy births, how thy father and 
thy mother have sacrificed four lambs at dusk, one for each of us. The LORD God Elohim of creation 
commanded us to do so as a reminder of our sin. The blood of the lambs is a covering and atonement for the 
same. This we have done since the time of our expulsion from our garden home. Now my sons, go ye both into 
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thy fields and build ye each an altar of stone and put wood thereon. Abel, take ye of the flocks of sheep two 
goodly lambs, one for thyself, and the other for thy brother. Take ye the lamb and sacrifice it on the altar in 
thy pastures, and Cain, take ye the other lamb and sacrifice it on the altar in thy fields of grain. The LORD 
God of all creation will then look down upon thy sacrifices and will send fire from heaven to consume the 
sacrificial lambs. This thy sins will be covered and atoned for. Thus, thee shalt do every day at dusk, for all 
the days of thy lives.” 

When Adam had finished talking with his two sons, he sent them out to their fields. Abel went to his pastures 
where the sheep and goats grazed, and Cain went to his fields of wheat, barley, and corn. Both brothers went 
to work building their altars of stone. 

Abel then selected a goodly lamb from the flocks, tied its legs together and placed it on the altar that he had 
built. He then took a knife of flint, and looking towards heaven lifted up his voice saying; 

“Oh LORD God of all creation, look now upon thy servant and upon this sacrifice. Accept it now as a 
reminder of my sin. May its blood cover and atone for my sin which was inherited through my father and 
mother.” 

As he finished speaking these words, Abel slew the lamb and awaited the response of God. Then the LORD 
God appeared in a cloud of glory which hovered above the altar of stone. There was a sharp clap of thunder 
and fire came forth from the cloud and consumed the sacrifice. Then Abel went to his flocks and selected 
another goodly lamb, young, and without blemish. He then carried it in his arms to his brother Cain who was 
in his fields of grain. Cain had also built an altar of stone and had put wood thereon. 

“Brother” cried out Abel from a short distance, “behold the lamb which I carry to thee, for thy sacrifice to 
the LORD.” 

But Cain did not respond to his brother. He paused for a moment and looked towards his brother, but spoke 
not a word in response. Abel then walked over to where his brother was and just observed him. Cain was 
carrying bundles of wheat and barley and was placing them on the altar of stone. Abel was a bit puzzled by 
the action of his brother and said to him; 

“Brother, what meanest thou by placing wheat and barley on thine altar?” Cain paused and turned to Abel 
saying; 

“Seeth thou all this good wheat and barley which I have grown in my fields? Sown and cared for with my 
own hands and with the sweat of my brow? For certain, the LORD God of heaven will be pleased with this 
sacrifice of grain which I will now offer up to Him.” 

But Abel was saddened by the words of his brother, as there was also a tone of pride and arrogance in his 
voice. So, Abel responded to the words of his brother saying; 

“Brother, thou knowest well that it is the LORD God of creation who givest thee the goodly produce from 
the earth. It is He that maketh rise the dew from the earth to water and nourish the crops. It is He who maketh 
the sun to shine down on thy fields to make grow all that thou hast sown. It is by His mighty hand that thou 
hast all that is in thy fields of grain. Yea, all that thou hast in thy fields is good, yet the LORD God requireth 
of thee a sacrifice of blood to cover and atone for thy sin. Do not, I beg thee, do so foolishly. Bringeth thou thy 
goodly grain to our cave for bread, and taketh from my hands this goodly and perfect lamb. This the LORD 
God will accept from thee as a sacrifice!” 

“Nay brother,” replied Cain with a voice filled with arrogance, “keepeth for thyself the lamb, for the LORD 
will indeed accept my sacrifice. Behold my altar and the grain thereupon, it is for the LORD!” 

After placing the grains of wheat and barley upon the altar, Cain lifted up his hands toward heaven and 
cried out with a loud voice; 

“O LORD God of all creation, accept now this sacrifice of grains which I have grown in my fields, by the 
labor of my hands and by the sweat of my brow I have produced all that thou seeth. Accept it now from me!” 

But the voice of Cain was not a voice of humbleness, rather it reflected a sense of self-pride and arrogance. 
Then the glory cloud of Elohim moved from the pastures of Abel to the fields of Cain, it hovered above the altar 
which Cain had built, yet no thunder nor fire came forth. Then Cain lifted up his voice a second time saying; 

“Didst thou not hear me, LORD? Accept now this, my sacrifice, like thou didst unto my brother Abel. My 
sacrifice is just as good as his! Accept it now Oh LORD!” 

The voice of Cain was now tinted with anger. He dropped his hands to his side and just glared up at the 
glory cloud of his creator. Abel stood by in silence, and still holding the lamb in his arms he spoke yet again to 
his brother. 

“Did I not say unto thee that the LORD God would not accept thy sacrifice, seeing that it is not a sacrifice 
of blood? So, accept this lamb from my hands and the LORD God will indeed honor it, and will send his fire to 
consume it.” 
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Cain did not reply to the words of Abel. He just stood there and glared at his brother with eyes of hatred, 
contempt, and jealousy. Just then, a whirlwind came forth from the glory cloud and blew away the grain that 
was upon the altar of Cain. Shaking his fists in the air towards the cloud of glory, Cain was filled with rage. 
He turned on his heels and headed toward the standing wheat in his fields. Then the voice of the LORD God 
came forth from the glory cloud saying; 

“Cain, why art thou angry? And why hast thy countenance fallen? If thou doest well, will not thy 
countenance be lifted up? And if thou doest not well, sin is at the door, and its desire is for thee, but thou must 
master it!” (9) But Cain responded not to the voice of God, but instead, went to his brother Abel deceitfully 
saying; 

‘Abel my brother, sayeth thou that God desireth a sacrifice of blood? And yea, a sacrifice of blood will he 
thus receive.” 

Abel, confident that Cain had a change of mind and would accept the lamb, extended forth the lamb towards 
his brother. Cain received the lamb from the hands of his brother. He held it in his arms for a few seconds, 
then, throwing it to the ground he said; 

“Indeed, the LORD will receive a sacrifice of blood, thine own blood will be required of thee, my good and 
righteous brother!” 

And with those words of jealousy and spite, Cain took Abel by the throat and with his other hand, slew him 
with his knife. Abel fell down and died by the feet of Cain, his blood, soaking into the ground. Now Cain, 
realizing what he had just done, was filled with fear. He hurriedly threw sheaves of wheat on top of his brother’s 
body and quickly walked away. Then the LORD said unto Cain; 

“Cain, where art thy brother Abel?” to which Cain responded; “I know not, am I my brother’s keeper?” 
Then God said; 

“Cain, what hast thou done? The voice of thy brother’s blood crieth out to me from the ground. Now, art 
thou cursed from the ground which hath opened its mouth to receive thy brother’s blood from thy hand. Now, 
when thou goest forth to cultivate the ground, it will no longer yield to thee its strength. Thou shalt be a 
vagabond, a wanderer on the earth!” (10) 

At the cave, Adam and Eve wondered about their sons, since they tarried too long in their sacrifices. 

“Wife,” began Adam, “Our sons should have returned to us by now, perhaps some mischief hath befallen 
them. Come, let us go forth into their fields to see what hast become of them!” With those words, Adam and 
Eve left their cave home and went towards the fields of their two sons. 

“Go ye now wife, unto the fields of Cain, and I will go unto the pastures of Abel,” said Adam as they arrived 
at their sons’ fields. 

When Adam arrived at the pastures of Abel, he noticed the sheep and the goats wandering to and fro, 
bleating without ceasing. It seemed that the flocks sensed that their shepherd had been slain. All of a sudden, 
he heard the voice of his beloved Eve, a cry of anguish rang through the air. Adam left the sheep and ran to his 
wife. She was standing, weeping bitterly next to some sheaves of wheat in the fields of Cain. 

He joined her at her side, and both looked down at the bloodied corpse of their son Abel. He lay there, still, 
a slain shepherd, a righteous son, murdered by the hands of his brother. Adam and Eve knelt down and touched 
his face, it seemed as though he was just asleep. A trickle of blood still ran from his throat into the ground 
where he lay. Adam could no longer contain himself and cried out with all the power of his soul; 

“CAIN, CAIN, what hast thou done CAIN? Where art thou my son? Where art thou CAIN?” 

But Cain was on the run. He heard not the voice of his father, nor the anguish of his mother, for he had left 
the presence of his creator, running with fear in his heart. Thus, Cain became a vagabond in the land of Nod, 
a land of wandering, living off the fruit and nuts of the trees which grew in the wild. He could no longer be a 
farmer since Elohim had cursed the land because of his great sin. He had murdered his only brother, out of 
anger, jealousy, and pride. Had he only accepted the lamb from his brother’s hands, the outcome might have 
been different. 

Adam and Eve wept in each other’s arms over their son Abel. They wept for their son Cain, who they would 
never see again. 

“Oh, Adam” sobbed Eve, “Is this the price of sin? Is this the cost of disobedience? Is this the fate of those 
who will come after us? Murder? Rebellion?” 

“Yes, wife.” sobbed Adam, looking into his beloved’s eyes, “The wages of sin is indeed death” (11). “Yet be 
ye comforted wife, that the LORD God of all creation has promised to crush the head of the serpent so as to 
put an end to the curse of sin.” 

“Oh Adam,” cried Eve, “May that day come soon, very soon.” * 


(1) 
(2) 
(3) 
(4) 
(5) 
(6) 
(7) 
(8) 
(9) 


Gen 2:6 
Gen 2:16,17 
Gen 2:19 
Gen 2:18 
Gen 2:21,22 
Gen 3:1-5 
Gen 3:7-11 
Gen 3:14-19 
Gen 4:6 


(10) Gen 4:9-12 
(11) Rom 6:23 
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*That day DID come. The day that our Messiah Yeshua was taken to Calvary’s Hill and nailed to the tree. 
That day He took upon himself all the sins of the world; From Cain’s murder to our disobedience even to this 
very day. The serpent’s head was crushed at Calvary, once and for all time. All the animal sacrifices, from 
Abel’s lamb to the last animal sacrifice on the altar of the Temple in Jerusalem, all pointed to the Cross of 
Calvary. For God so loved the world that He opened his arms and hands to receive the nails. (John 3:16) 
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THE RABBI’S THANKSGIVING INVITATION 


Rabbi Jacob Groshen left his humble house on West 3rd Street, He had accepted a Thanksgiving dinner 
invitation from the Smith family just a few streets up. He had never met the Smiths, but old pastor Williams 
from First Baptist had mentioned the rabbi's name to them, so, even without meeting him, they invited him to 
dinner. Now that's the Thanksgiving spirit. 

The Rabbi's family had come to America many years ago, some left Russia and Poland and moved to 
Germany, later they immigrated to the states via Ellis Island. Grandfather (Saba) had started Beth Shalom, an 
orthodox synagogue back in the early 20s in their little town of Andersville. 

Most of the town's folk were Baptist or Lutherans, just a few families were Jewish. Rabbi Groshen's 
demeanor was friendly, always saying hello or ''shalom"' to all who met him. He would go for his daily walks 
around the town's not-so-busy streets, with his black hat and grayish beard, his black suit jacket and white 
shirt. 

He would sometimes visit the Baptist church, enjoy the services. He read and studied the Torah, and 
especially liked Isaiah 53. He knew its meaning, even being Orthodox, he knew, in his heart, who his Messiah 
was, yes, he had the peace of heart. He lived a biblically kosher lifestyle, celebrated the Moedim, the High Holy 
days, with their true meanings at heart. 

Near Christmas time, cars would slow down and the drivers would say a few words like; 'Hey Rabbi, the 
season is near, very near, so... "Merry Hanukkah" the rabbi would shout back, even before the drivers could 
finish their little greetings. The drivers would smile and shake their heads and drive on. The rabbi knew the 
history of December 25th, of Saturnalia, when the Emperor of Rome added Jesus to the list of his pagan gods, 
to be celebrated on that day. No, thought rabbi Groshen, December 25th would be just one more day of the 
year. He knew and studied Messiah's birth, during the time of Sukkot, the Feast of Tabernacles, yet he was still 
polite to all, he respected their customs and belief, but if someone asked him what he thought, they would have 
to be prepared for a long encounter. 

But now it was Thanksgiving time, a time of saying thanks to God for blessings received throughout the 
year. His family had adopted the Thanksgiving custom, Turkey, mashed potatoes, stuffing, corn, pumpkin pie, 
eggnog with a shot of Schnapps. Grandpa Saba had adapted first to the custom, and soon, everyone followed. 

The years passed, the trees had turned shades of red, brown, and yellow many times over, his advanced age 
slowed him down. Most of his family had gone the way of all mankind, with the exception of Enoch and Elijah. 
He was grateful for this Thanksgiving invitation, even though he had never met the Smiths. 

He walked a few blocks up, found a red-brick house with a white door at 25 Elm Street. The name "Smith" 
was painted on the rustic looking mailbox to the left of the driveway. He walked up to the front door and rang 
the doorbell. The ding-dong rang out softly. A few seconds passed and a young woman in her forties opened 
the door; 

"You must be Rabbi Groshen," she smiled, extending her hand. 

"Yes," replied the rabbi, ''Thank you for inviting me to Thanksgiving dinner." 

"Oh, it's a pleasure, won't you come in?" said Mrs. Smith, opening the door all the way and standing aside. 
The rabbi walked into a nice, cozy home, with the Thanksgiving decors all around; pumpkins, Indian corn, 
Pilgrims and Indian cut-outs, and a long wooden table with all sorts of food items of the Thanksgiving season. 
There were 5 people at the table, Mr. Smith, who got up smiling and lead the rabbi to a vacant seat. 

"It's an honor to have you, Rabbi,"' Mr. Smith said joyfully. ''The pastor told me about you." 

"Well," replied the rabbi, ''I have only spoken to him a few times, and I have visited your church just a few 
times as well. It seems that some people just don't seem to be comfortable around us, even though some of us, 
have recognized Yeshua as Messiah. 

"Well,"" replied Mr. Smith, "You're welcome here, have a seat, my wife Belinda is coming in with the 
dinner." 

Rabbi Groshen sat down, yes, he was hungry and thought about the oven roasted Turkey that would come 
through the kitchen door at any minute. finally, the swinging doors parted and Belinda Smith came through 
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with a covered platter. The other members of the household looked at rabbi with a sort of uncomfortable smile, 
as if, something was amiss. 

"Happy Thanksgiving," said Belinda Smith uncovering the platter. The rabbi looked at the platter and his 
heart seemed to have skipped a beat. He felt a little nervous, the others were watching him. No, it wasn't a 
turkey, in the middle of the table, in a silver platter was an oven baked ham, with cloves and all. 

He was really in a predicament, He had always led a kosher lifestyle, only eating Biblically kosher foods, you 
know, chicken, beef, turkey, lamb, goat, etc., in accordance to the Torah 's Leviticus 11. Now here lay a ham, a 
real-deal, porky-pig, oink, oink, ham. He stared at it, it was kind of oval shaped, with a bit of glaze. 

Now, he thought, I could do one of two things, I could say, ''I can't eat this, this is unclean food, and just 
have some salad.” But then, he would embarrass his hosts, make them feel bad, why didn't they know that Jews 
didn't eat pork, or ham, or whatever you wanted to call swine flesh? 

But then he remembered something he had read, to accept whatever that was put in front of him, and give 
thanks, after all, he wouldn't die for eating ham, he wouldn't be cursed. It would only be this one time. Yes, he 
would accept the Smith's Thanksgiving ham dinner with all the trimmings. Just one little slice would be 
enough, he could stuff himself with stuffing, cornbread, and cranberry sauce and enjoy the pitcher of spiced 
apple cider. 

"Thank you, I'll just have one slice of ham...I’m...ehh...not very hungry." 

"Just one slice?'' questioned Mr. Smith, sort of smiling....""Oh"'...he continued...."It's turkey ham, not ham- 
ham." Now he was really smiling, the whole Smith house-hold was smiling, the younger kids were giggling. 

“Yes,'' Mrs. Smith said, ''we try to eat kosher too, according to Leviticus 11, so, let's enjoy this boneless 
turkey that looks like ham." 

The rabbi let out a sigh of relief, ''In that case, giving me four slices" he said, lifting his plate toward the 
platter of oven roasted turkey ham. 

“With pleasure,” replied Mr. Smith, cutting him four slices. “Happy Thanksgiving to us all!” 


(composed on Thanksgiving Day, 2017) 


Thank God for our meals slices of Turkey-Ham. Really? Seriously? 
Sure! Just and taste them! 
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"LA MACCHIA" (The Stain) 


Hey, my name is Francesco Petronelli, I'm an Italian-American, and everyone calls me ''Frankie''. Yeah, 
even Mamma and Pappa. I live in a nice, quiet place called "Little Italy", or at least what's left of it, here in 
New York City. 

We live a couple of blocks from Mulberry Street, pretty close to Columbus Park. Little Italy used to be a 
lot bigger in the days of grandma and grandpa, at least when they were younger. Today, there are a lot of 
oriental businesses here and the Italian families have moved away. But hey, we're still here! Yeah, buddy! And 
we aren't going anywhere. We just like it here, and we don't mind the culture mix. I am beginning to like 
Chinese food as much as Italian food. 

For Mamma and Pappa, they were born here too, but the grandparents, well, they're from a place called 
"Calabria" which is about a hop, skip, and a jump from Sicily. I mean, get in a motorboat and start up the 
engine, point it Westward and in about a half-hour, you're in Sicily. 

Now I'm pretty cool with mom and pop. They both helped me with my homework when I was in high- 
school. They even put up with three of my friends; "Big Al", ''Lou", and ''Tony Rizzo". They used to come 
over to our place a lot, just to hang out. Sometimes they would get a bit loud and mom would make some 
delicious spaghetti and meatballs with garlic bread. With that and a deck of cards, they'd quiet down. 

I was pretty serious in high school and I kept my nose in the books. Now Big Al, Lou, and Tony Rizzo, well, 
they almost lived in detention, I mean skipping class, mouthing off to teachers and stuff like that. 

Now I'm almost six feet tall, a little dark with black, curly hair. Sometimes people mistake me for Sicilian. 
One day I was walking down Mulberry Street and a couple stopped me and asked me something in Sicilian. 

"No parlo Siciliano," I responded 

"No Siciliano?" they asked. 

"No, I'm Calabrese, I mean Calabrese from here" 

So, when I got home, I decided to have some fun. When I walked through the door, I saw that the 
grandparents were relaxing in the living room and I said; 

"Hey, Siciliano!" pointing to myself, grinning from ear to ear. I thought I was pretty funny saying that, at 
least that's what I thought. 

"NO, NO, Calabresi, Calabresi!!" they shouted, jumping up from the sofa. Then they started speaking 
Italian a mile a minute. Momma came in from the kitchen saying; 

"Mama, Papa, qual e la cosa? Calmatevi!" 

In other words, she was asking them what was the matter and for them to calm down a bit. 

"Thanks a lot, Frankie," mama told me crossly, ''you got them wound up again!" 

Then she took them into their bedroom and sat them down on their bed to relax. After a while, they slowed 
their Italian down a bit and started talking about times in the ''Old Country." Well, that was the last time I did 
that. Now pop was cool and thought it was kinda funny. He was in the easy chair smoking a Toscani cigar and 
he said; 

"So? Frankie looks Sicilian, so what? Maybe we do have some Sicilian blood after all." 

I remember that story pop told me once about a great ancestor of ours who used to live Sicily. Well, as the 
story goes, he fell in love with the servant girl of a mafia chief's aunt. The aunt didn't think much of him 
hanging around the house and hiding out in the olive groves with her servant. Long story short, she told her 
nephew, Don Antolini...so...the two had to high-tail it out of there right quick. They headed East, took a boat 
ride to Calabria, and, well, they lived there, hopefully ever after, at least that was pop's version of the story. 

When I graduated high school, I got a job at ''Sal's Italian Deli." Now, the origin of the name "Sal" is kinda 
interesting. It wasn't always "Sal's", it used to be called ''Salerno Deli." Back during WWII, a guy named 
Giuseppe Castagnoli owned it. Now Giuseppe was from Salerno, about 200 miles North of Calabria the way 
the crow flies. Well, anyway, one day during a fierce windstorm, half the sign fell down leaving only the letters 
S-A-L, and D-E-L-I. Giuseppe never fixed the sign. Then he sold the place to his nephew Angelo. Well, 
customers started calling Angelo, ''Sal''. He tried to tell them that he wasn't ''Sal'' that there wasn't any ''Sal", 
and that his named was "Angelo" 

For a while, they called him ''Angelo" but then, those customers moved away, and new ones came in and 
called him "Sal", and referred to his place as ''Sal's Deli". After a while, he just threw up his arms and said; 

"T give up, guess my name is Sal now as long as it brings in the customers. I guess it's a good name too." 
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Now people ask me if I want to work at Sal's forever. Well, not forever, maybe for a few more years. I was 
kinda thinking of joining the Army and go to OCS (Officer's Candidate School) after a few years, but for now, 
Sal's is OK. 

I just walk about five blocks from our place to Sal's. I always pass a pool room where Big Al, Lou, and Tony 
Rizzo hang out who work some odd jobs here and there. I really hope that they make something out of their 
lives, but at least we all graduated high school together. Now at Sal's, I do a little bit of everything, like unpack 
boxes, put stuff on the shelves, make some salads, slice meats and cheese for customers. I like Sal and Sal likes 
me, (or rather Angelo). I would say that he and me, well, we get along just fine. I do my job and help him out 
any way I can. That is what life is all about, doing your job and helping others too. 

Now I work together with a young Puerto Rican girl named Ana Ramos. She's about five inches shorter 
than me, but let me tell you something, she can do any job a guy can do as far as work is concerned. She'll open 
boxes with a swift pass of a box-cutter knife, stock the shelves with cans and bags of this and that, empty the 
trash cans into the dumpsters, cut meats and cheeses just like me. She's calm, but don't cross her mind you, or 
else, she'll speak her mind a bit loudly. Now you ask me, would I want to marry her? Well, maybe not, but 
who knows the future. Mom and pop I think have their minds set on some nice Italian girl where ever and 
whoever she might be. 

Ana Ramos and I are just good friends and we work well together. I already told you that she can be a little 
fire-cracker if you cross her or say something ugly. I remember the time we left Sal's together after work and 
as we were on our way home, a young blonde chick came up behind me with an unlit cigarette in her hand and 
said; 

“Hey...you there...Papa Cheppaetto...Mr. Spaghetti man...meatball guy...Hey...Italiannnnooooo maaan. 
Got a light?” 

Now I am not the kind of person that is going to start stuff over name calling, I mean, I've heard Italians 
called worse names, and well...this girl was just being a "wise-gal"" making fun of us using Italian related 
names. Now, she could have just said, 

"Sir, excuse me, can you give me a light?" 

But no, she had to go the extreme, but not to the max if you know what I mean. Well, I just turned around 
and said to her; 

"T don't smoke.” and kept on going. 

But Ana Ramos, she didn't take too kindly to those words even if they weren't directed against her, they 
were directed towards me her good friend and work companion. She stopped me and grabbed me by that arm 
saying; 

"Hey Frankie, are you going to take that from that chic? Stand up for your people!" 

And with that, she turned to that blonde chic and said; 

"Hey blondie, I'll light you up!" then she threw her fist like a hammer, right across that blonde girl's chin. 
Knocked that blonde chic out, knocked her right into the middle of next week! Now there was another girl 
standing by, maybe she was a friend of Ms. Blondie. She just stood there with her mouth wide open. Ana 
turned to her and said; 

"You better shut your mouth or a fly will get in!" 

Then Ana grabbed me by the arm and said, "let's go''". We continued walking and after a few minutes she 
turned to me and said; 

"Ya know Frankie, ya gotta stand up for your people! Your people are my people too ya know, we're all 
"Latinos" even though we speak different languages!" 

The very next day everyone was talking about how a Puerto Rican chic knocked out blondie right in the 
middle of Little Italy! When we got to work the next day, Sal pulled Ana over to the side to have a stern lecture 
about violence in the ''barrio'' but when he found out the details of ''why the knock-out?" he congratulated 
her. 

"Hey Frankie" Sal started, ''Ana stood up for our people, did you see that?" 

"Yes Sal. " I answered, "I was right there, I saw the whole thing." 

"Oh yeah, right, you were there, well...nice going Ana" Sal replied, patting her on the back. 

With that, we went to work stocking some shelves with some canned pesto. Now one thing about Sal, at the 
end of each day, he gives me any left-over pizza that doesn't sell. It's pretty good, good ol New York style pizza 
made fresh in the morning by Sal himself. If you've ever seen those pizza guys that stand in the windows of 
pizzerias that throw pizza dough up in the air, and then it comes down and it gets even bigger and flatter, then 
you'd know what Sal does every morning. Yes, he makes them with double mozzarella cheese and pepperoni, 
some he makes with sausage and anchovies. He pops those pizzas in the oven and out they come, ready to eat. 
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By the end of the day, there are usually 4 or 5 slices of pizza left. Well, he gives them to me wrapped up in 
plastic and puts them in a paper bag. I usually share one or two slices with Ana. She likes Italian food just as 
much as I do, but I'll have to say that pizza with Spaghetti and meatballs are my favorites, and of course, a 
glass of Chianti to wash it all down with. 

Well, one day at the end of the day as Ana and I were leaving to go home, Sal called me over and sadly told 
me that he had sold all the pizza he had made, but not to worry, he'd ''fix me up". Then he wrapped up in 
paper wrapping some sausage and ground beef, and along with some Italian spices saying; 

"Go home and make some spaghetti and meatballs, my treat!" 

That was very nice of Sal. I didn't get any pizza, but both mom and Sal taught me some trade secrets on 
making Italian meatballs. The recipes vary a bit from Sicily, Calabria, and Salerno, but they all taste great. 
Well, Ana went home and I went home. When I got to our apartment building, I found a note on the kitchen 
table from mom. They had gone walking in Columbus Park, her, pop, and the grandparents, and that they'd 
be home later. Well, now it would be up to me to make dinner. OK, that I'd do. I decided to make some 
Sicilian style meatballs with "salsa d'tomate Calabrese" the best of both worlds. 

I began to prepare the stuff, chopping up the garlic and onions, then adding the parmesan cheese and 
breadcrumbs with the Italian spices. When I threw in the ground beef mixed with an egg to the whole mixture, 
the phone rang. That phone call, you could say, changed my whole life. I wiped my hands off on a kitchen 
towel and answered the phone. 

"Hello?' 

"Hello, is this Frankie Petronelli?'' came a voice on the other end. 

"Yes, this is Frankie, who is this?" 

"This is Mr. ''G". Now I just stood there with the phone to my ear. Did I hear correctly? I mean really, I 
thought? 

"Mr. G?' 

"Yes Frankie, Mr. ''G". I know you heard correctly, there isn't any static on the line. We're coming through 
clear as crystal!" 

"The real Mr. ''G''? I asked, still dumbfounded. 

"Yes Frankie," continued the voice, "I'm the real "G''. I mean, there are a lot of phonies out there that 
claim to be me, and people follow them, but I am the real 'G"', I AM WHO I AM (1) Look, I go by a lot of 
names like Mr. "E", Mr. "A", Mr. 'Y", Mr. "J", the list could go on and on, but in time, you'll learn all of my 
names, that is if you accept my invitation since that is why I am calling you Frankie. Are you interested?" 

Now, I still didn't know how to respond. I mean, Mr. ''G" makes the Pope look like a little kid. Mr. ''G" 
well, he's the max, when he calls you, he means business! He never fools around, no joke. I just stood there 
with the receiver stuck to my ear. 

"Heeeelllooo? Frankieeee? Are you still there?'' came the voice. 

"Yes Mr. "G", I'm still here," I said hurriedly, 'but why would you want to call me?" I asked, a little 
confused and at the same time, surprised. 

"Why not Frankie?" 

"Well," I responded, "I'm not really important, I'm just a simple Italian-American guy who works at a 
Deli."' 

"You're important to me Frankie," replied Mr. "G", "I mean, I made you in my image, I have plans for 
you, big plans that is if you're interested. However, if not, I'll call someone else and let you go." 

"YES", I shouted, "I'M INTERESTED!" 

"Great Frankie," but I'm not deaf, no need to shout." 

"OK,” I replied, calming down a bit, "So what can I do for you Mr. ''G"? I asked. 

"Well Frankie, there's nothing you can do for me, it's what I can do for you. The truth is, it's been done 
already. It was done a long, long, time ago. All you have to do is accept what I did for you. What I am trying 
to say is that I am giving a family membership party at my mansion and I want to invite you to join my family. 
So, what do you say to that?" 

I stood there amazed, flabbergasted, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Mr. ''G'' wanted ME as a family 
member, really? I thought. 

"Heeeelllooo? Fraaankkiee?" 

"Me, a member of your family, for real?" I asked. 

"Yes Frankie, for real, no joke, I never joke around that. I do have a sense of humor though, I made a 
donkey talk once." 

"really? What did it say?" 
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"Let's just say that it complained to its master about some ill-treatment... now... your answer?" 

"Yes, Mr. "G", I finally said, ''It would be a real honor to become a member of your family." 

"Great Frankie, glad to hear that, then you'll be able to call me ''Abba". For now, listen carefully to what 
I am about to say, OK?" 

"OK, Mr. "G", go ahead, I'm listening." 

"All right, first of all, put away the meatball mix and the spaghetti sauce. Stick them in the frig because I 
have some prepared at my place, especially for you Frankie. In my opinion, what's cooking at my place is "out 
of this world". I know you'll love it!" 

"How did you know I was preparing Spaghetti and meatballs Mr. "G2?" 

"Frankie, I know everything, I know what everyone is doing all the time, everywhere, now can I continue 
please?" 

"Sure, I'm listening." 

"OK, now you need to come to my celebration dressed for the occasion. You need to be all in white, no 
stains, all white, from head to toe, all white, got it?" 

"Sure Mr. "G", I responded a bit surprised, "but I don't have any white suits here in my closet." 

"Sure, you do Frankie, just look way in the back of your closet." 

"But Mr. ''G", I know what's in my closet, and I don't have any white suits." 

"You see Frankie," sighed Mr. "G", "that's the problem with people, no one believes what I say. There is 
such a lack of faith these days, even before these days. I remember a son of mine named Thomas...well...that's 
another story. Frankie, trust me, I just put a white suit in the back of your closet right now, go check for 
yourself and I'll hang on." 

"OK, Mr. "G", I'll be right back." 

So, I rushed to my bedroom and opened the door of my clothing closet which had a poster of Calabria on it. 
I pushed aside my clothing and lo and behold, right in the back was a pure-white suit of clothes covered by a 
plastic bag on a wooden hanger. I took it out of the closet and lay it down on my bed. I took the plastic bag off 
and saw that it consisted of a white suit-jacket, a pair of white pants, a white shirt with a white silk tie. On the 
tie was a gold tie-clasp. I thought I saw some white shoes and I rushed back inside the closet, Yes, there was 
also a pair of white shoes with white socks. I rushed back to the phone and continued my conversation. 

"Mr. ''G", there's a white suit in my closet! I can hardly believe it!" 

"Just like I said, Frankie. You see, most people believe when they see, but blessed are those who believe 
without seeing. I even had that written down in a book. OK, now listen, put the suit on and remember, do 
NOT let it get STAINED! Go to the nearest subway entrance, the one three blocks from Mulberry Street in 
front of the small oriental supermarket. You know where that is right?" 

"Right, I know where it is." 

"OK, go down and get a token and take the ''A"' train going South to Main Street Park. Get off there and 
go up and look for the bus that says ''Flatbush''. Get on and be prepared for a long ride all the way to Rockaway 
Point Blvd. Get off there and change buses and get on the one that says ‘222nd Street ‘Beach’. Get off and 
you'll see ‘Epstein's Bait and Tackle’ on the right. Go in and ask for Abraham Epstein, he's one of my sons. 
He'll point out my place which is right on the beach. Follow his directions and stay on the beach path. Now, 
pay attention because this is very important, there's a creepy looking guy named Mr. "S" dressed all in black, 
He hangs out along the beach path and stops people before they get to my place. He's caused a lot of trouble 
ever since...well...since a long time ago. Don't pay any attention to him. You'll see my place, you can't miss 
it, follow the path marked ‘to Judah Gate’ and I'll see you there." 

"OK, Mr. "G", I've written everything down." I was lucky that there was a pad of paper and pencil by the 
phone. 

"One more thing Frankie," continued Mr. ''G", people will look at you kinda funny like, I mean, all dressed 
in white. Some will make fun of you. The world pokes fun at my family members. It's always been like that 
since we're not very popular. We are like a few fish swimming against a huge school of fish going the opposite 
way. Quite a few of my children here were fishermen back then, that's why I relate to the ocean and fish a lot." 

"OK, Mr. "G", I understand and I'll be there as soon as I can, bye." 

"Bye Frankie, I'll see you soon." 

As soon as I hung up the phone, I went to the kitchen and put the meatballs and sauce in the frig. Then I 
went to my bedroom and put on that sparkling white suit. I looked at myself in the mirror. I was almost 
blinded by the white glare. I checked the suit pocket and I found some money with a note on the bills that read; 
"bus fare". The suit fit perfectly, even the shoes were a perfect size 10 W. I guess Mr. ''G" knew what he was 
doing, he even knew my clothing size, well, like he said, he knows everything about everybody. 
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I left a note for Mom and Pop, ''going to a celebration" then left for the subway entrance a few blocks from 
Mulberry Street. Now, as soon as I hit the street, people were giving me that "look''. I got on the subway and 
sat down. Some passengers started making comments. One old lady looked at me smiling and said; 

"Hey, where are YOU going SUGAR?" 

A blonde girl who looked like the one Ana Ramos knocked out sat down next to me and said; 

"Hey SNOWBALL, you're BLINDING ME!" looking me up and down. 

I just ignored them both. I didn't want to start anything over words. Mr. 'G," told me that would happen 
on the way. But then, a young couple who were sitting across from me said; 

"Looks like you're going to 'Abba's' party. We went there quite a few years ago." 

"Yes," I answered, "I'm on my way right now." 

"Well," they replied, "just be careful of Mr. 'S", He can't be trusted and everything he says is a lie, don't 
believe anything he says." 

"Thanks for warning me," I said, "I'll keep my wits about me." 

I finally got to Main Street Park. I paid my fare and boarded the ''Flatbush"' bus and sat down, people were 
looking at me and laughing a bit. Even the bus driver looked at me and shook his head smiling. 

"A "G" man, eh?" 

"Yes sir,'' I replied quietly. This was getting a bit on my nerves now, but I was almost there. 

The trip was long, some passengers exchanged a few comments about my suit, but I pretended not to hear 
them. The bus finally got to Rockaway Point Blvd. I got off and waited for the ''222nd Street" bus. It came 
within a few minutes. I got on and paid the fare and when I got to 222nd Street, I saw "Epstein's Bait and 
Tackle" right where Mr. ''G" told me it would be. I went in and there was Abraham Epstein, behind the 
counter. 

"Shalom my friend", he said with a broad smile, ''On your way to Abba's place, right?" 

"Yes,'' I answered with a smile, ''He invited me." 

"He invited me more than 20 years ago,"' continued Mr. Epstein, ''and I've been directing people to his place 
ever since. 

So then, he took me outside and we headed on a path towards the beach. Then he pointed to a long, long 
path that seemed to have no end, but, I could just make out an image of a huge mansion in the distance, it had 
a golden glow to it. 

"That's Abba's mansion," he pointed, "just stay on the path, and don't get distracted by ''S''. and with that, 
he turned and went back to his bait and tackle shop, leaving me on the beach path. 

So, I walked along the beach path. I hadn't visited many beaches in my life, only Coney Island a few times. 
This beach seemed so serene, so peaceful with the waves splashing against the beach with a rhythmic sound of 
peace and tranquility. As I got nearer to Abba's mansion, I saw just to the left of me and a small table with a 
tarp over it. Under the tarp was a figure dressed entirely in black. I couldn't make out his face because he had 
a hoody partially covering it. The thought then hit me, this must be Mr. ''S", the guy that ''G'' warned me 
about. 

As I passed by, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that this guy had his eyes glued on me. He reminded 
me a little of Dracula, you know, from the movies. I was just passing him when he called out to me, not shouting 
but with a normal voice. 

"Hey, Frankie, come over here for a sec!" 

I stopped momentarily to respond to him; "Don't have time, I have a meeting with Mr. "G" at his mansion. 
I've been invited..." 

"Yeah, yeah, I know, I know," he interrupted, sounding a bit annoyed. "but I know you're a bit hungry, 
right?" 

Now how did he know that I thought? and I was looking forward to those Sicilian meatballs with Calabrese 
sauce and some spaghetti. 

"I'm hungry but Mr. "G"' has something already prepared at his place," I answered, trying to get on my 
way again. 

"Yes, yes, I know that Mr. "G"' is always entertaining guests, new family members and such, but I just 
wanted you to try someone of my specialties, Italian meatballs with some spicy Calabrese sauce.'' Then he 
reached under the table and brought out a silver platter with a dish of meatballs. In the middle of the dish was 
a small bowl] with some spicy tomato sauce. On the side of the platter, there was a napkin with a pile of plastic 
swords. 

"I know you're going to ''G'"' s party, but just try one of these delicious meatballs, you won't regret it, I 
promise," he said, placing the silver platter on top of the table. 
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I knew I shouldn't have stopped, but my hunger got the best of me, and those meatballs and sauce were 
really tempting. I mean, I could smell the garlic and the parmesan cheese together with the other Italian spices. 

“OK”, I responded, I’ll try just one.” 

So, I went to the table and that creepy guy pushed the silver platter towards me. I took one of the plastic 
swords and speared one of the meatballs, then dipping it in the sauce. But just when I brought it to my mouth, 
the meatball slipped off the plastic sword and hit my sparkling white shirt. I watched in horror as the meatball 
slid down the front of my shirt and hit the sandy ground, leaving a horrible tomato sauce stain on my shirt. 
Then, Mr. "'S" just burst out laughing. He laughed so hard that he had to hold his sides. 

"Look what you made me do, just look!"' I shouted, pointing to my now stained shirt and tie. 

"What I MADE YOU do Frankie?" sneered Mr. "S". Why Frankie, I didn't MAKE you DO anything. You 
didn't HAVE TO take the meatball. You could have said NO, but...you didn't. Let's admit it, you couldn't 
resist my offer." 

Sorry to say but Mr. ''S" was right, it was my fault. I could have said NO, but I didn't. I should have 
listened to Mr. "G"'. I noticed that ''S" was still laughing and shaking his head, then he turned to me again 
and said, 

"Here Frankie,"' handing me a napkin, "Wipe your shirt with this, it'll come off, I promise!"' then he shoved 
a little dish with water in my direction. 

Well, I thought, maybe it would come off, so I dipped the napkin in the water and started rubbing the stain 
on my shirt, but it just got worse, in fact, it spread even more. 

"Oh no Frankie,"' laughed "S", ''Seems like that didn't work either...in fact...it's worse,'' and he just 
continued to laugh, pointing his finger at my shirt. 

I didn't know quite what to say or do. I just looked at my shirt with horror. Mr. "G" told me specifically 
not to stop and talk with ''S", but that's exactly what I did, all because of something to eat. 

"OK, Frankie," continued Mr. "'S", "here's another white napkin, just tuck it under your chin and let it 
cover your shirt. That way, the stain's covered. That'll be OK with ''G". 

With that, he handed me a large white napkin and I tucked it under my chin and spread it across the front 
of my shirt. Then I took off running the rest of the distance to Mr. "G"' s mansion. I heard "'S" shouting to 
me his last words; 

"Have a nice time at ''G" s place Frankie!" 

I finally got away from the sound of his hideous laughter and I saw up ahead a sign that pointed to the right; 
‘Judah Gate’ I really felt bad, but maybe, he'd understand. I mean, it wasn't ALL my shirt, just in front, and 
I did have this covering. Well, I followed the sign and found myself walking on a long road that seemed to glow 
with the color gold. Ahead, I saw a huge gate made of what seemed to be Mother-of-Pearl. 

When I got to the gate, I saw two giant beings standing guard at the gate, they were also wearing apparel of 
pure, dazzling white. Their eyes bore down upon me, they were looking at my shirt as if they already knew 
that it was stained. They looked at each other and just shook their heads. They moved aside and pointed toa 
long corridor that ended at a pair of double-doors. 

As soon as I approached the doors, they automatically opened. I stepped into another long corridor. I saw 
another set of double doors at the end of this corridor. I heard a lot of laughter and conversation coming from 
whatever was beyond those set of doors. 

I also noticed that to the side of me there was a winding staircase going up, and just in front, there was a closet, 
kind of wide if you ask me. To the side of the closet was an ornate arm-chair. All of a sudden, the double doors 
opened and I finally saw, well, who else could it be but; ''Mr. G"'. 

He was glowing with a brilliant white haze, his hair was white like wool, and he had on an all-white linen 
garment, tied with a belt of gold. The glow around him was so bright that I could not look directly at him. Then 
he called my name from the doors; 

"Frankie, you made it. Welcome to my home!" 

Then he made his way to where I was standing. I was a little nervous, yet my eyes adjusted to his figure as 
he approached me. I saw that his feet were like burnished bronze, and his face reflected love and compassion. 
He stopped a few feet from me and opened his arms. He reflected the appearance of pure love and authority. 

"Frankie, I love you, I have been expecting you!" 

But just then, he noticed my shirt and the white napkin that covered the nasty stain. The expression on his 
face suddenly changed from gladness to sadness with a touch of bitter disappointment. Then he went up to me 
and pulled away the napkin that covered the stain, revealing the ugly spot of disobedience. 

"Frankie, what happened?"' he started, ''didn't I tell you that to become a member of my family you'd have 
to come without a stain?" 
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"Yes Mr. "G", I answered with big-time nervousness, ''But you see, I ran into Mr. ''S' on the way here, 
and, well, he stopped me and...well...offered me a snack...and...well...I was a bit hungry..." 

"and you couldn't resist the temptation, right?'' interrupted Mr. "G". "Didn't I tell you that I had 
everything here prepared for you, Frankie? yet you disobeyed my voice and fell into the enemy's trap!"' Mr. 
"G"' s voice rang out with all sternness and authority. 

"I'm sorry Frankie, I can't let you in, you're stained!" 

And at those words, Mr. ''G" just turned and walked away, just like that. He was headed back to the double- 
doors. This couldn't be the end, could it? I thought. I had to do something, something quick. 

"It was an accident Mr. ''G", I really didn't mean it,"' I said in a loud voice. 

"It wasn't an accident Frankie, you chose to disobey!"' he answered without turning around, but he did stop 
walking away. 

"Isn't there anything I can do about it?" I asked pleadingly. 

"No Frankie," he answered quietly, there is nothing YOU can do about it." 

"Please Mr. ''G", I cried, and I really don't cry that much, but this was really a dire crisis, "Isn't there 
anything YOU can do to help me out?" 

When I said those words, Mr. ''G" turned around and looked at me with eyes so filled with love and 
compassion. He turned around and came back to me. He embraced me with his two loving arms saying; 

"T was hoping that you'd say that Frankie. Yes, there is something I can do for you. Actually, I already did 
it many, many years ago. I gave up my own life to pay for your disobedience, for you and for the whole world. 
The problem is Frankie, that not everyone accepts what I did for them, only those who ask for forgiveness will 
receive it. Now, give me your stained shirt." 

I took off the stained shirt and I handed it to Mr. ''G". Then he went to the closet that was next to the easy- 
chair. He opened the closet and threw the shirt into a pile that consisted of other stained shirts. I took a quick 
look, and I saw what looked like thousands upon thousands of shirts, skirts, and dresses that were all stained 
with different food stains. As far as my eyes could see, there were stained clothing, yet the closet looked so 
small from the outside. 

Mr. ''G" then shut the door. "It's the same story over and over again Frankie, if it's not spaghetti sauce, 
it's taco sauce, if not that, it's soy sauce. In the end, disobedience is disobedience, sin is sin, no matter what. 
Now, you sit and wait here until I return." 

Then Mr. "'G" went up the staircase and in a few minutes, he returned with another white shirt in his hands. 
He handed it to me saying; 

"Here, put this one on, it's my own brand, it even has my initials on the upper-right side, just above your 
heart Frankie." 

I took a look at the shirt. It was like the one that was stained, but this one had the initials Y-A-H on it, 
embroidered with scarlet thread just to the right of my heart. I quickly put the shirt on. It was a perfect fit. 

"Frankie,"' continued Mr. ''G", “now you can call me "Abba"' because you accepted my shirt, you accepted 
what I did for you so long ago to pay for your sins. The initials YAH have a special meaning. They mean; 
‘Behold the hand’. I held out my hands and I received the nails to pay for your sins, past, present, and future. 
The scarlet initials symbolize the blood that I shed for you. They also mean "Yeshuah"' which means "Salvation 
is from YAH. Now that you are one of my sons, come with me to the party." 

With that, I followed Abba to the double-doors. He opened them and everyone in there looked in our 
direction. Then he announced; "Sons and daughters, meet your new brother, brother Frankie" 

I saw that the room was a great banquet hall, with rows and rows of tables with all kinds of food on them. 
There were people from all over New York City. Some were oriental, some were Hispanics, and others probably 
Italians like me. There were African-Americans, and well, people of every nationality. All the men were 
wearing shirts like the one Abba gave me, and the women wore blouses with ankle length dresses. They ALL 
had the same initials ''Y-A-H" embroidered on the upper right -hand side. There was also a stage to one side 
of the room with a large, ornate throne with a small table in front of it. 

On the other side of the room were shining beings all dressed in white. They were all playing different 
musical instruments like harps, lyres, flutes, some had cymbals, and others had long silver trumpets. All were 
playing soft and soothing melodies for us guests. 

Everyone clapped and smiled and welcomed me. They embraced me with hugs and hand-shakes. Then one 
of the tall beings invited me over to a table. There I saw all sorts of Italian foods; spaghetti and meatballs with 
sauce, lasagna, salad with olive oil, stuffed Sicilian olives with spices, and there was cannoli, lots of cannoli. The 
tall being took a plate and served me up some spaghetti and meatballs and topped it off with a lot of parmesan 
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cheese and two slices of toasted garlic bread. This guy seemed to know exactly what I wanted, I didn't even 
have to tell him. 

I ate some of that spaghetti and meatballs and let me tell you, that meal was ‘out-of-this-world' good. I 
would say, it was ‘heaven sent'. Well, I sat down at one of the tables, all decorated with gold and silver 
ornaments on top of a white linen tablecloth. In the middle of each table was a seven-branched candlestick 
made of pure gold. A few more of my new "brothers" sat down with me. Some were Italians, others were 
Puerto Ricans, and there was even an elderly "'sister'' whose named was ''Ms. Wong" she was from Taiwan as 
she told me. Now, we were all brothers and sisters in Abba's family, what could be better. 

As I was eating and enjoying the company of my newly found brothers and sisters, I heard someone tapping 
a crystal wine glass. I looked up and saw that Abba was sitting on the throne and in his hand, he had the crystal 
glass and a spoon. He was calling us all to attention. The musicians stopped playing and all awaited his speech. 
Then the discourse began. 

"My dearest sons and daughters of light,"" began Abba. His whole demeanor reflected love and compassion, 
his countenance shone like the stars of heaven. "I would like to welcome all of you to my extended family. All 
of you were stained, stained with disobedience. But I paid the price for your disobedience, the price of sin cost 
me my life, but I gave it up willingly. I paid the price of sin with my own blood. I called all of you and you 
answered my call and came here to me, to accept my invitation to be part of my family. You wear my name on 
your bodies which is YeshuAH, which means "salvation". Now you are all my precious sons and daughters. 
My kingdom is your kingdom. It shall be your inheritance throughout eternity." 

I looked around, and there was a feeling of awe, many had tears in their eyes. All of a sudden, the whole 
banquet hall burst out with praises to the LORD with uplifted hands. My hands went up too, I also started 
praising Him who sat on the throne of grace. The one who took a common, ordinary Italian-American and 
brought me into His family. 

Then Abba lifted up his hands for silence, and I noticed two marks on his wrists, the mark of nails that at 
one time in the past, held him fast to an old, rugged cross on a hill that stood so far, far, away from New York 
City. I suppose it is still there. Then Abba continued his oracle; 

"My dearest family members, I am sending you back into the world again to be my witnesses, to proclaim 
this generation of faith and salvation. One day I will call you back here again and you will go beyond these 
doors behind me." 

With those words, he turned around and pointed to still another pair of double-doors, made of mother-of- 
pearl and decorated with all sorts of precious stones. 

"Many of my children have gone past these doors and are enjoying the perfect peace of eternity even now. 
For the time being, each and every one of you has a job to do, I will equip you with spiritual gifts. Share this 
experience with your friends, neighbors, and work companions starting right here in New York City, going to 
the Bronx, Brooklyn, Queens, Staten Island, and to all the places beyond. I will give to each and every one of 
you my book. Read it, study it, it has my words all written down. The words written down in this book are the 
Basic Instructions Before Leaving Earth. It will be your guide for the rest of your life." 

When he finished his discourse, he lifted a medium-sized black book with the words "Holy Bible" engraved 
on the cover. I remember Mom and Pop had one of those years ago. I remember seeing it once tucked away 
on a bookshelf, yet they hardly ever took it down to read, I mean, it was just ‘there’ wedged between ‘History 
of Calabria’ and ‘Mama Rosa's Italian Cuisine’. 

We all lined up and he passed out a copy of His book to everyone. When it was my turn, I still had more 
questions, so I asked. 

"Hey, Abba?" 

"Yes, Frankie?" 

"T was just thinking, what if you called someone in Italy, I mean, does that person have to come over here 
to become a member of your family? That's quite a distance to travel, some people don't have the funds to... 

"Frankie,"' interrupted Abba with a broad smile, "This place is one of those mysteries which are hard to 
explain. This place where you are now is everywhere. The Kingdom of God is everywhere, it is available to 
those who answer the call as you did. To those who reject my calling, they can't find this place...but... if they 
have a change of heart, then...it will be within sight." 

"Do you think that Big Al, Lou, and Tony Rizzo will be able to find this place Abba?" I asked. 

"Well Frankie,'"' began Abba a bit sadly, "Right now if Big Al, Lou, and Tony Rizzo would walk down the 
beach, all they would see would be sand, shells, driftwood and a few beach houses here and there. But...if they 
would open their minds and hearts and accept my calling, then, they would walk along the same road you came 
on and would see this place. That's why you need to tell them about me, Frankie." 
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"But Abba," I asked, ''How do I get in touch with you if they change their minds? I mean, I don't have your 
phone number." 

"You don't need to call me by phone Frankie, just talk to me, just like you would talk to your mom and pop, 
to Ana Ramos, to ''Sal'' and to your other friends. I'll hear you. That's the problem with many of my children, 
they leave here and then never talk to me, or when they do, they only talk to me when they need something or 
when they are in trouble. Please don't do that, OK Frankie?" 

And I saw a few tears in Abba's eyes. Yes, I could understand that. Just talking to someone when you 
needed something would be kind of rude. 

"OK, Abba," I responded, ''T'll talk to you every day. If I have questions about this book, I'll ask you for 
understanding, OK?" 

"That's great,"" said Abba, embracing me, ''You now have my spirit inside you, my spirit will help you 
understand my words." 

So, I said goodbye to Abba and left his mansion with the others, those 'others'' who were now my brothers 
and sisters in the faith. I felt very honored to be part of Abba's family. As I was leaving, Abba called after me 
one more time. 

"Hey Frankie, son, don't forget to call me, remember, you don't need a phone, only call out to me, ''Abba", 
and I'll hear, OK?" 

"OK," I answered, "I'll call on you, and talk with you...and you'll answer, right?" 

"Yes," replied Abba, "I'll always answer, my answers are already written down in my book, just read and 
study it. Don't forget to tell others about me, and what I have to offer. One day I'll call you back home, but for 
now, just do your job as a faithful son!" 

With those words, Abba turned and went back inside his mansion again. I thought about his words. Yes, 
I'll tell my three friends; ''Big Al", Lou", and ''Tony Rizzo" all about Abba. I'll tell Ana Ramos, Mama, and 
Papa too. Well, who knows, maybe they'll get a call from Abba someday. Well, what else can I say, only that 
this was the first day of the rest of my life. 


AUTHOR’S FINAL THOUGHTS; 


I lived in Queens until I was five years old. One of our neighbors in Elmhurst was the ''Petronelli"' family. 
As my memory serves me, I called Mrs. Petronelli ''Aunt Gelsie'' and she had a daughter named "Gina" who 
was about 2 years older than me. I remember sharing my little inflatable swimming pool with her. Once we 
went to Coney Island where Gina and I went on some of the rides together. This was, well, way back in 1959. 
I named the main character ''Frankie Petronelli" to honor this family. 

My adoptive grandparents on my adoptive mother's side of the family came from Italy, from Napoli. They 
were Giuseppe and Giuseppina Nappi. I also have both mainland Italian and Sicilian ancestry from my 
biological parents according to the genealogical DNA investigation through Family Tree DNA, although the 
major part of my family is East European Ashkenazi and Turkish Armenian. It is nice to know that I share a 
bit of Identity with Italy. 
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THE PROPHECY 


Jonathan Williams waved goodbye to the aged Reverend Russell as he settled back in the coach that would 
soon take him to the port of Bristol. He had finished his seven-year tutelage at the home of the kind, white- 
haired pastor and his wife. In these seven years, Jonathan had learned the basic doctrines from God's Holy 
Writ. The knowledgeable pastor had also taught him the basics of Greek and Hebrew and how to understand 
and interpret the Scriptures. They even went over the powerful message of the great preacher Jonathan 
Edwards; ‘Sinners in the hands of an Angry God' which was preached only ten years prior. Most important, 
the Reverend Russell pointed out how the whole Bible pointed to the LORD Jesus Christ as Savior. 

Now it was time to join his mother and father who awaited him in Virginia Colony. He would eventually 
take his father's place as pastor in a small church in Spotsylvania. It was there that his father and mother had 
started a small mission to reach the townspeople and even the neighboring Indian tribes. Since then, it had 
grown and now, Jonathan would come to help out with preaching and Bible study. 

The carriage started forward as the coachman coaxed the horses to trot. As Jonathan settled back in the 
seat, he pulled out a folded letter that he had received from his mother and father only a few days before by 
the way of a special messenger. He lay back against the coach window and re-read the letter. A smile came to 
his face as he read the words his father had written a few months before; 


Stotsgyloaie Coury biewie 
Map [et 787 
Lowest Carat ban, 

Gear mother and / serd, (you greetings fran Virgie Colin, Vhe LORD? engrepatiiw ie grow, tawly bel surely Same loanspegsle came Co hear Gal? 
Werd ard some fave ever made  arofessins Uf ful, Klute a few have come Co accept Cosas as thee LIKD ard Steir, AM pate ard glay Le to MU ho 12 
th 

We have ventared val 02 a Mage of lrdians whe lioe puile a way frum bere, Lal 10 walter, the trip was wort si, We are adtemplig to learn Uber lagaage 
wv as (a speak lo them about the LOK. [hep refer ta Ged as the Great Strivt we need to tell them that the Gpeat Spiit ie the Holy Sout ard that the 
wide of Gi car inhabit them, [hese natties shit 10 aamostiy Covarde as Chey are a bt cards though as Co why we wil them, 

V7 heilit i nol as goad as befare, (gel lied cashy now so (an sendig for goa Ca come Ct par as, Goa have fiiihed your Cenure of edicatiin Gedé Word 
alle car dear forend ard brotbar te the fat, the Keverend Kassell ard hee wife, an sendyg thie lellep uth Clank Like of the Drill Slax ‘be ie aloo a 
peed foiind of wie, (le shaald be part i a few mathe Ce given fare unde ard calm seas 

Me ull velag thie letter to you wie speci weseeyger, [he shjp wll be m part for about fie dags to tale on stres, [tat shold yibe you line enough Ca 
really yourself atd lake a coach 0 the port off, Lristae [he fare bas Leet pti, Kéemenler to hark the Kevererd Kassel ard tee wife far the Che fe peat 
wth then, We wold have seat. Aya Co Like College had the cast been mitiwal, bal the finances were wal of car reach, We thark Ged that the Reverend Kassel? 
agreed lo lake you th these sever yemrs, 

Ste you Stor te a few months ‘Che, ard somer pertgos of Ged grants fare aipale ard calm seas, 


Le ad Gadypeed, 
fetler ard nother 


He folded up the letter again and returning it to the envelope, he stuffed it inside of his coat pocket. Jonathan 
knew that the trip to Bristol would be a half day's journey so to take advantage of the ride, he pushed his three- 
cornered hat forward to cover his eyes and settled back to get some rest. He was dead tired since he had been 
up almost the entire night packing his things and listening to some last-minute counsel from the Reverend 
Russell. 

The rocking of the coach from side to side along the rocky English road to Bristol slowly lulled Jonathan to 
sleep. He was suddenly awakened by the coachman's hand on his shoulder. 

"Sir, we're here. We've arrived at Bristol. I'll get your trunk down," said the coachman as he went to the 
back of the coach and untied a medium size seaman's trunk. Jonathan got out and was awed at the sight of 
Bristol. It was a seaport bustling with activity of sailors and dockworkers going to and fro from ships to dock. 
The coachman put Jonathan's sea-trunk down by his feet and bid him farewell. 

"How much do I owe you sir?" asked Jonathan, reaching into his pocket for some silver and copper coins. 
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"Nothing sir,"' smiled the coachman, ''Captain Bishop paid the fare already, good day to you sir." And with 
those words, the coachman climbed back into the coach and was ready to drive off. A last-minute thought came 
to Jonathan's mind. How would he know where to look for Captain Bishop? Bristol was a big port and there 
were so many people walking around, not to mention shops and stores. 

"Sir," Jonathan began, "where can I find Captain Bishop?" 

"Over there," pointed the coachman, "at the ‘Admiral's Inn’. That's where all the sailors go for some 
conversation and a drink or two." 

"Thank you and Godspeed sir," replied Jonathan as politely as he could. One thing he also learned from 
the Rev. Russell was good manners and the ways of a gentleman. With that, the coachman drove off down one 
of the side streets of Bristol, perhaps to await other travelers. 

Jonathan looked to where the coachman pointed to and saw a small, two-story inn with a hanging sign above 
the door which read; ‘The Admiral's Inn' There was a picture of a British naval officer under the name, and 
below the picture, the words; ‘founded 1698'. So, thought Jonathan, this was where the captain would be 
waiting for him. He then shouldered the trunk and headed for the inn. 

The trunk was a gift from the Reverend Russell. It had belonged to him when he had served as a sailor in 
the king's navy. On the lid of the trunk were carved the initials ‘S.R.' for "Samuel Russell". The night before, 
Jonathan was busy packing the trunk with a few changes of clothes, his leather-bound bible with a brass clasp, 
and bible study notes. Jonathan walked the two blocks and stopped at the inn. With one hand he opened the 
door and stepped inside. He then put the sea-chest down beside the door and looked around. 

The inn was crowded with sailors from the different docked ships. They sat around wooden tables and all 
seemed to be talking at once. Some were laughing loudly, others just sat quietly sipping rum or ale and seemed 
to be lost in a train of thought, perhaps thinking of their families and friends. At one table, a sailor was playing 
a fiddle and another accompanied him with a flute. Some stared at Jonathan, looking him up and down as if 
he didn't belong in such a place. 

There was a bartender dressed in a leather apron washing some glasses in soapy water. He seemed to be 
really busy washing the glasses to get them ready for the next customers, but not too busy to ignore Jonathan. 

"What'll it be mate,'' began the bartender as he looked up at Jonathan, "a glass of rum, some ale?” 

"No sir," answered Jonathan, a little quietly. ''I'm not here to drink anything, only to look for someone." 

The bartender continued to wash the glasses. He seemed to be a bit annoyed since Jonathan obviously would 
not be a paying customer. 

"Who are you looking for?" continued the bartender, not bothering to look up at Jonathan anymore. He 
just continued washing the glasses, putting a few in clean, rinse water. 

"T'm looking for Captain Bishop of the Bristol Star,” replied Jonathan with a stronger voice. He felt that 
he needed to be a bit tougher in a place like this. 

"Over there,'' pointed the bartender to one corner of the inn. Jonathan looked to where the bartender was 
pointing and noticed a sailor dressed in a long, black cloak with a three-cornered hat. His clothing seemed a 
bit dirty and worn perhaps from years at sea. He sat there sipping some rum from a small glass. At the words 
‘Captain Bishop' he looked up and noticed Jonathan, then nodded his head once. Jonathan went over to where 
the sailor sat. 

"Are you Captain Bishop sir?" he asked politely as he could. 

"I'm Mr. Jacobs, first mate," replied the sailor very curtly, ''Are you, Jonathan Williams?" 

"Yes sir, I'm here to sail with Captain Bishop to the colonies." 

"Very well then," replied Mr. Jacobs as he threw his head back and swallowed the last drops of rum. "Let's 
go, the captain's been expecting you, he sent me here to await your arrival." 

With those words, Mr. Jacobs got up and headed for the door, he threw a coin on the bartender's table. The 
bartender nodded and placed the coin in a small wooden box. 

"Have you a sea-bag or a chest?" 

"Yes sir, over there,'' replied Jonathan, pointing to the sea-chest marked ‘S.R.' but before he could bend 
down and shoulder the chest, Mr. Jacobs lifted it and placed it on his own shoulders as if it weighed nothing at 
all. 

"Follow me," ordered the first mate as he pushed the door open and walked outside. The two then walked 
down the dock, passing two ships, then a third. After passing the third, the first mate pointed to a medium 
sized sailing vessel with three masts, and four furled sails on each one. 

"There be the ‘Bristol Star', and there be Captain Bishop on board." 

Jonathan looked and saw a neatly dressed gentleman on board. He was going over some papers with some 
dock workers. There was a gang-plank that extended from the dock to the ship. Jonathan followed Mr. Jacobs 
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up the gang-plank and onto the deck of the ‘Bristol Star' Then the two made their way over to where Captain 
Bishop was going over the ship's manifest and making sure that the supplies on board were according to the 
list. 

"Captain sir," started Mr. Jacobs, ''Here be Jonathan Williams.” 

"Mr. Williams,'"' replied the captain with excitement, ''Welcome aboard, we've been expecting you. Your 
mother and father send you greetings from Virginia Colony but I believe you already have their letter in hand, 
am I right?" 

"Yes sir," said Jonathan shaking the captain's hand, ''that's why I am here, ready to join them in the 
colonies, and thank you for being willing to take me aboard." 

"You are quite welcome Mr. Williams, or, should I say the ‘Reverend Williams' what title do you prefer?" 

"Jonathan will do sir" 

"Then, Jonathan it is, I'm just going over the ship's manifest and stores making sure we have all the 
provisions for our trip to the colonies. You'll be bunking with me in my cabin...Mr. Jacobs?" 

"Sir?" 

"Mr. Jacobs, please take Jonathan to my cabin and get him settled in. Jonathan, I'll see you later, you must 
be a bit tired after your trip to Bristol, am I right?" 

"Yes sir, I tried sleeping a bit in the coach, but it was a little uncomfortable. I'd like to lay down for a while 
and rest." 

"Very well, I'll come in and get you when dinner is served, my first mate, Mr. Jacobs will take you to my 
cabin." 

So, Jonathan followed Mr. Jacobs to the captain's cabin. They went down a short flight of stairs and entered 
a room which had a large, ornate desk, some charts and a small bookshelf with sea-faring books. There were 
three beds in the captain's cabin. One bed was near the desk and the other two were bunk-beds, which were 
on the other side of the bookshelf. Mr. Jacobs placed Jonathan's sea-chest at the foot of the bunk-bed next to 
the bookshelf. 

"Take your pick, the top or bottom bunk, your choice. Rest well Reverend, we sail at morning's light."' 

With those words, Mr. Jacobs turned and left the cabin leaving Jonathan quite alone, sitting on the edge 
of the bed, deep in thought. He was really tired, the trip to Bristol took half the day, now it was afternoon and 
soon, the sun would be setting. 

“T'll just lie down and rest a few hours, dinner would also be good,” he thought as he took off his shoes and 
stretched out on the bottom bunk, and in no time, he fell fast asleep. When Jonathan awoke, he realized it was 
already the morning of the next day. He had slept through the night and now, he was really hungry. He turned 
over in the bunk to see Captain Bishop at his desk going over some charts. 

"Good morning Jonathan," greeted the captain getting up from his desk, "I bet you're very hungry. I came 
in last night to call you for dinner, but you were fast asleep and I didn't want to disturb you." 

"Yes sir, Iam," replied Jonathan, getting up from the bunk, "'I really needed the rest, it helped to get a good 
night's sleep."" Then he felt the rocking of the ship from side to side. 

"Are we...at sea yet? 

"Oh my God, yes," answered the captain a little surprised at the question. "You slept through us leaving 
the port. It's almost noon and we are well at sea. But let me show you around, introduce you to the men and 
get you something to eat." 

Then Jonathan and Captain Bishop went up on deck. Land was just a tiny speck in the horizon as Jonathan 
could well see. The wind filled the sails with the ocean waves splashing against the hull of the ship. 

"You sit here and I'll get the cook to get you something," said captain Bishop pointing to a small wooden 
bench near the main mast. In a while, the cook came up and handed Jonathan a round, wooden plate with 
some roasted fish with a biscuit and a cut-up apple on the side. He also handed up a pewter cup filled with tea. 

"Welcome aboard shipmate." smiled the cook, whose name was Henry, "Hope you like ship's food, it isn't 
the best but it certainly isn't the worst.'' With those words, he walked away leaving Jonathan with the "almost- 
noon" meal. 

Jonathan ate his meal with eagerness. Yes, he was quite hungry and the ship's food wasn't so bad. He had 
to be careful to separate the bones from the meat in eating the roast fish. This reminded him of what the 
Reverend Russell had told him once about religious writings; 

"Jonathan," he said once, ''Some religious writings are like eating a fish, some fish have a lot of bones and 
a little bit of flesh, so, you need to separate the bones from the meat. Eat the meat and throw away the bones. 
If the writing doesn't square with scripture, it's bones!" 
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Jonathan smiled at that thought. He ate his meal and thanked the LORD for it. When he finished, he got 
up and went to look for Captain Bishop. He found him giving some instructions to two sailors. 

"Did you enjoy your meal, Jonathan? I know it isn't what you were accustomed to eating in England, 
but...we're at sea and..." 

"It was just fine captain, I'm feeling a lot better now. With a full stomach, I can do anything,'' answered 
Jonathan with a smile. He really did feel better and the meal wasn't quite bad at all, being ship's food. 

"Great," replied the captain, ''Let's introduce you to the crew!" and with that, Captain Bishop and Jonathan 
walked up and down the deck of the ‘Bristol Star' and one by one, the captain introduced Jonathan to all the 
sailors on board. Some seemed very polite and friendly, others not so much. Some were happy to meet him, 
others seemed indifferent. 

"T'd like to be of some use aboard ship captain,"' said Jonathan, hoping to get some kind of a chore to do on 
board. It only seemed fair since the voyage would be a few months and just walking around with nothing to do 
would be a little frustrating. 

"Yes,"" answered the captain, ''You will indeed have a big job to do on board. You will be our ship's 
chaplain, our spiritual adviser, a counselor. You can present Sunday morning services and if you wish, you 
may also conduct morning and evening devotionals." 

Jonathan did not know what to say. He would finally put to use what he learned from Reverend Russell. 
With all those years behind him now, he would now present God's word to men of different personalities. It 
would indeed be a bit of a challenge. 

"Thank you, captain Bishop, thank you so much!" 

"You are very welcome my dear Jonathan, it's the least I can do. These men need some preaching and 
teaching from the scriptures. You see Jonathan, it isn't easy being a ship's captain and a Christian man at 
heart, all at the same time. Sometimes I have to be a little tough on the men, but I am always guided by the 
Word of God. The Bible is my source and standard of living." 

Then Jonathan and the captain walked over to the ship's railing and looked out across the waves. The 
captain seemed to be deep in thought, after a few minutes, he shared his thoughts. 

"You see Jonathan," began the captain, "my wife Elizabeth brought me to the knowledge of Jesus Christ as 
my LORD and Savior, and how he died in my place to set me free of the curse of sin. She taught me from the 
Bible...yes...for five years we shared our lives together, but the LORD saw fit to take her home. She died of 
the Consumption, but I know she's in heaven and awaits me there." 

Jonathan noticed a few drops of tears in the captain's eyes. It was good to meet a man with such great 
responsibility as being a ship's captain, but also, very human and sincere, not fearing to share his soul with 
another. 

"Now," continued Captain Bishop, ''you need to meet old Quentin McGee, an old Irish sea-mate, who is also 
a good Christian man. He is indeed, one of a kind. Let's go." 

So, Jonathan followed the captain to a place near the back of the ship. There on the deck, surrounded by 
old sails sat an old, balding, red-headed sailor. He seemed to be hard at work mending the corner of one of the 
sails that were torn on the edge. 

"Quentin," spoke the captain, ''This here is Jonathan Williams, he is our chaplain on this voyage, Jonathan, 
this here is Quentin McGee, our oldest and most experienced sailor." 

"Welcome aboard shipmate,"' replied the old-timer, with a strong but a little raspy voice. "First time at 
sea?" 

"Yes," answered Jonathan, "hope the trip isn't too long. 

"Well," continued Quentin, ''all depends on the winds. With fair winds, we should make it to the colonies in 
two months, give or take a week or two. 

"T'll leave you two to talk a bit while I make my rounds," Said the captain as he walked away. 

"T've been at sea all these forty and three years," said old Quentin as he sat back down again amidst the old 
sails. ''I was once a strong fellow, but now, I just sit here and mend these old, torn sails. Kind of like the Apostle 
Paul who was a tent maker. Had his needle and thread and thus, made his living." 

Jonathan listened to old Quentin as he talked about the places he had visited, distant ports, high winds, and 
rough seas, sharks and whales, the names of the ships he had sailed on. The stories were similar to those that 
the Reverend Russell had told him. He too had been a mariner in the king's navy for quite a number of years. 

"Quentin," started Jonathan, ''did you ever run into Blackbeard or other pirates?" he asked with all 
curiosity 

"Blackbeard?" replied Quentin all wide-eyed, ''Old Ned Teach, that was his bloody name. Glad I never met 
him. He was the Goliath of the high seas, plundering ships, taking treasure of gold, silver, pearls, silks, you 
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name it. He sailed a French Merchantman called ‘Queen Ann's Revenge' a 40-gun terror, had three-hundred 
fighting men as well." 

Quentin paused a bit, as if deep in thought, then he continued. "But Blackbeard met his David, Left-tenant 
Maynard of his Majesty's navy right off the coast of North Carolina. In 1718, Maynard and his men fought 
Blackbeard and his crew of cut-throats and in the end, Maynard prevailed." 

"How did it all end?" asked Jonathan, now all excited. 

"Why Maynard cut off Blackbeard's bloody head and tied it to the bowsprit of his own ship!"' answered 
Quentin, making a pass with his finger across his throat. 'Then he threw his headless body into the sea, and 
do you know what happened?" 

"No, what?" Jonathan was all ears now. 

"Why his body swam around and around his ship until...it finally sank beneath the waves." Finished 
Quentin, a little exhausted now from his own story. Then he settled back again to resume mending the sails. 

"Quentin, are you telling pirate stories again?"' laughed Captain Bishop who was standing right behind the 
two. 

"Oh, Captain sir, how long have you been standing there?" 

"Long enough Quentin, long enough," said the captain, smiling and shaking his head. " Jonathan, this old 
sailor will talk your head off about pirates if you let him. Blackbeard is his favorite. Quentin, I believe, has 
some mending to do, don't you Quentin?" 

"Oh, yes sir, I'm getting right on it sir.'' Said Quentin, getting back to work bending the torn sails. With 
that, Jonathan and Captain Bishop continued to walk the deck of the ship, observing the crew and looking out 
to sea. 

"Quentin has been aboard this ship for the past ten years,'' began the captain, ''When I first met him, he 
was one ornery cuss, drinking rum and swearing just like other sailors, but an old sailor named Mr. Lewis, 
well, he took a liking to him and taught him how to read using a Bible. Then I saw a change in Quentin, he 
began to read the Bible more and more, until five years ago, in 1746, he fell in love with God, accepted Jesus as 
his LORD and Savior, and now, he witnesses to other sailors." 

"That's great,"' replied Jonathan with joy, "I'm glad he's a good Christian man now. 

"I'm glad of that too my dear Jonathan, but at times, he can't irritate some of these ‘not-so-saintly' sailors 
to the bone...Oh, by the way...Blackbeard's body did not swim around his ship. I do believe it sank into the 
deep." Said the captain, pointing down at the waves. 

"Oh yes, I agree," added Jonathan with a smile, "and if sharks ate his body, they probably got quite sea- 
sick!' Both the captain and Jonathan laughed at that and they continued walking the deck. 

"Quentin can exaggerate a bit, but, that's just the way he is, good old Quentin, our brother in Christ." 

So, the days passed into weeks, and the first month at sea was finished. Jonathan found himself talking to 
many of the ship's crew about their faith, about their families, and just about anything that they wished to talk 
about. Some received him kindly, others, with indifference. 

Jonathan delivered his sermons every Sunday morning before the men began their duties. During the 
weekdays, he gave a small devotional from the Psalms to the men right after breakfast and concluding it with 
a prayer of thanks for another day at sea. 

The winds were fair and the waves pushed the ‘Bristol Star' closer and closer to the American colonies. 
Every day Jonathan would sit with Quentin as he mended the torn sails and listened to his sea stories. He told 
him about whales and killer sharks, and always about pirates. He told him about Captain Henry Morgan and 
how he plundered Panama for its gold and silver, about Capt. Kidd, and "Calico Jack Rackham" about "Capt. 
Ann Bonnie" a lady pirate, and of course, he always returned to the story of Blackbeard, and how he had taken 
hostages at the Port of Charles Town in South Carolina, and how he traded them for a chest full of medicine 
for some of his sick crewmen. Listening to Quentin was always the highlight of the day. At times, Quentin 
would ask Jonathan questions about the Bible, and Jonathan would answer as knowledge permitted him. 

It was around the middle of the second month at sea when Jonathan was walking the deck, as usual, he 
noticed that Quentin was not by the old sails that lay in a pile. He was used to seeing the old sailor sewing and 
mending but today, he was nowhere to be seen. 

"Where's old Quentin?" Jonathan asked one of the sailors. 

"Took sick," he replied without great concern. ‘He's in his hammock, captain's with him." 

Jonathan went below deck where the sailors slept and found Quentin in his hammock with a wet rag 
wrapped around his forehead. Captain Bishop was with him and so was the ship's doctor who looked a bit 
concerned at old Quentin's present demise. 

"Quentin! What's the matter?" cried out Jonathan with a voice a bit louder than usual. 
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"T think the Good LORD is calling me home my dear shipmate Jonathan," replied Old Quentin with a raspy 
voice. His voice was now weak, speaking only a bit above a whisper. 

"Nonsense," replied Captain Bishop, trying to instill a bit of courage and hope into the old sailor. "You just 
need a few days rest and you'll be back to mending those sails as usual, good as new.'' Somehow, the tone of 
the captain's voice betrayed his own words. 

Quentin closed his eyes for a few minutes, mumbling to himself. The doctor looked at the captain and slowly 
shook his head. 

"Don't know what's wrong Captain,"' began the doc, "fever just won't come down." 

"Try your best,'' pleaded Captain Bishop, ''He's the best sailor, we've got, don't want to lose him." 

"Not up to me," said the doctor with all honesty, ''He's old and weak, can't promise much. Just keep that 
wet rag on his head, it will cool him a bit."' and with those words, the doctor left. 

The captain and Jonathan were left alone with Quentin as he continued to mumble some unintelligible word, 
shaking his head back and forth. He finally fell off to sleep. That evening after supper, the doctor called the 
captain and Jonathan to Quentin's side again. 

"He's worse," sighed the doctor, "but he wanted to speak with Jonathan. 

"T'm here my dear friend and brother in Christ, my old shipmate, it's me Jonathan." 

At the sound of Jonathan's voice, Quentin opened his eyes and sat up a bit in his hammock, his face which 
was covered with sweat seemed to reflect a calm radiance. Finding the strength to speak, he reached out and 
grasped Jonathan's hand. 

"Jonathan, my good and faithful shipmate, brother in Christ, chaplain aboard this good vessel, I won't be 
around for much longer. The LORD is calling me home, he has told me so. Yet he spoke of you, that he did. 
He has a special message for you, sort of like a ‘prophecy’, yes, that's what I'd call it, a prophecy." 

Jonathan was taken aback at the word "prophecy" but he continued to hold old Quentin's wrinkled hand. 

"Say on my brother." 

"Thus, says the LORD to my faithful servant,'"' began Quentin with a strong voice. For a few minutes, the 
fever had no effect on Quentin's voice, it was the same voice as when he was well. ''You are my chosen servant 
to minister to these men, yet you will be taken where you wish not to go, and among the heathen, you will be 
my witness, yet a Cushite will set you free and point the way home!" 

At the end of those words, Quentin released Jonathan's hand and settled back again in his hammock. "T 
don't understand Quentin." Replied Jonathan a bit confused. ‘What do those words mean?" 

"Those words are meant for you shipmate, and in time, you will understand." 

"What could those words mean Captain Bishop?" asked Jonathan, now greatly puzzled, wanting to 
understand something that was meant only for him. 

"Thave no idea Jonathan," sighed the captain, "but if this prophecy is meant for you, then it will be revealed 
to you in due time, you just have to wait on the LORD." 

"Captain," cried out old Quentin, trying to sit back up again. 

"T'm here old friend." 

"The LORD has revealed to me that both you and I will be with Him, very soon...very soon!" and with that 
statement, the old sailor lay back and fell into a deep sleep, a sleep which would take him into the arms of his 
creator. 

"Why did he say that?"' asked Jonathan, now a bit worried. 

"Oh, maybe...he's...a bit delirious...you know...the fever and all," replied the captain, but a look of concern 
came into his eyes, wondering about his own fate on this voyage. 

Jonathan and Captain Bishop left Quentin and went to their cabin. The two then settled down for the night 
but guarded within their hearts the message of an expiring sailor. In the morning, Jonathan was awakened by 
the captain. 

"Jonathan, Quentin is gone, he passed away during the night. Please, prepare some words and we'll commit 
him to the sea." 

Yes, he would. Jonathan came up on deck and saw old Quentin at peace. He lay there on the deck of the 
ship all wrapped up in his hammock with the British flag draped over him. Captain Bishop came over and 
stood next to Jonathan. Together, they read from God's Holy Writ. 

"We commit this dear soul to the bosom of the deep to be resurrected in the last days.'' With those words 
thus ended the memorial service for old Quentin, sailor, and brother in Christ. All the crew responded with 
"Amen". One of the sailors blew a whistle and Old Quentin's body slid off a narrow plank of wood and into 
the waves of the Atlantic. The captain and Jonathan watched sadly as Old Quentin sank beneath the waves 
and out of sight. 
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"T'll miss him, captain," said Jonathan with a few tears in his eyes. 

"T will too and so will the whole crew." Replied Captain Bishop, "he had a way with the men and the men 
respected him for his beliefs, although not all the men on board are Christian men. They still listened to 
him...and...who knows what kind of influence he had. We may only know in the hereafter." And with those 
words, the captain, Jonathan and all the crew returned to their duties. 

The following morning as the captain and Jonathan were walking together on deck, the look-out in the 
crow's nest cried out; 

"Sail Ho!" 

"From which direction Mr. Maynes?" inquired the captain, looking up at the look-out on duty. 

"Off starboard sir." 

The captain and Jonathan went to starboard and strained their eyes into the distant ocean looking for tell- 
tale signs of white sails. Then they saw it in the distance sailing parallel to their position. 

"Can you make out a flag Mr. Maynes? I left the spy-glass in my cabin." 

"T can get it for you, sir.'' Replied Jonathan, ready to be of assistance. 

"Yes, get it, it's on my desk."" As Jonathan went to the captain's cabin, the look-out shouted a reply. 

"British sir, I can make out the red, white, and blue colors."" Jonathan ran to where the captain was standing. 

"Here's the spy-glass sir." 

"Thank you, Jonathan," replied the captain, taking the spy-glass and looking outward towards the 
approaching vessel. 

"Sir," shouted the look-out, "she's turning sir, straight towards us!"' 

"Strange," said the captain quietly, ''why would that ship come straight towards our position, and it isn't 
even in distress?" the captain continued observing the approaching ship coming at them at full sail. 

As the ship came nearer, the captain and Jonathan noticed that the ship was a bit larger than the ‘Bristol 
Star' The minutes passed, and the ship approached even nearer, straight towards them. 

"T don't like it,"" said the captain in a worried tone lowering the spy-glass, "why would it..." 

"Captain, she's lowering the flag!" shouted the look-out with alarm. The captain looked again through the 
spy-glass, observing the ship lowering the British flag, and in its place, a black and white skull and crossed- 
bones flag was raised. 

"T knew it!' shouted Captain Bishop with alarm. 

"Pirate vessel Captain!" shouted Mr. Maynes. 

"Mr. Maynes, call general quarters and order the gun-ports to be opened. We're in for a fight!" 

"Captain, how can I help?" asked Jonathan, now well aware of the situation at hand. 

"You can help by going to my cabin and getting under the bunk and staying there until this is over, now 
go!" shouted the captain, losing a bit his gentile composure. With those words, he gave Jonathan a shove away 
from him. Jonathan ran as fast as he could towards the cabin. As he reached the cabin door, he heard the 
captain behind him. 

"Jonathan," said the captain, trying to speak calmly yet his voice trembled a bit, ''I don't know how this will 
turn out. She's a larger ship than ours and she out guns us, and probably has a larger crew." 

"But...the LORD is with us captain, He has to give us victory!'' shouted Jonathan, yet his voice resonated a 
bit with fear. 

"The ways of the LORD are mysterious at times my brother." replied the captain, ''if the outcome is in our 
favor, we will continue our voyage, and if not, then...submit...and stay alive! Do you hear me, stay alive!" said 
the captain, embracing Jonathan. “Christ has already given us the victory at Calvary, remember that!” With 
those words, the captained turned and returned to the deck where the crew sprang into action. 

The pirate ship had now turned to a parallel position, within guns' range. The buccaneer vessel now sprang 
to life as well with about one-hundred pirates shouting and brandishing cutlasses. Jonathan obeyed the 
captain's order and rushed inside the captain's cabin and headed straight for his bunk, he quickly crawled 
underneath and waited, listened, hoped, and prayed. 

The outside sounds of battle got louder and nearer, cannon balls rocked the ship as a few slammed into the 
side of the ‘Bristol Star'. The Star also returned fire. Suddenly, he felt the whole ship shake and shudder as 
the two ships touched side by side. He heard the sound of grappling hooks as the pirate ship held the ‘Bristol 
Star' fast. Then there was a rush of footsteps overhead as the pirate crew engaged Captain Bishop and his crew 
in hand to hand battle. There was the sound of metal against metal as cutlasses drew blood and pistol balls 
found their marks on bodies of both sides. After what seemed to be an eternity, the battle drew to a close. 

Jonathan could hear the footsteps overhead on deck. He heard voices, but they weren't the voices he was 
accustomed to, rather strange new and gruff voices. Then he heard the splashing of water as bodies were 
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thrown over the side of the ship into the ocean. Should he come out? He wondered who had won the battle. 
Certainly, the LORD had given the victory to his captain, he was a good Christian man and the pirates were 
evil heathens. At the thought of the word "heathen", his mind returned to the prophecy of old Quentin. 
"Among the heathen, you will be my witness". 

As Jonathan thought of the prophecy, he heard the sounds of footsteps coming down-stairs to the cabin door. 
The door opened and a man entered the cabin, going here and there. He turned his head to the side to try and 
see if the man who came in was indeed Captain Bishop or one of the crew. The man was hidden from view as 
he was now rummaging through the charts and papers which were on the captain's desk. 

"Captain,"' shouted Jonathan, thinking that perhaps, it really was him, "Is the battle over? Did we win?" 
with those words, he crawled out from under the bunk. He then looked up at the figure of a complete stranger. 
He was rough looking and was missing a few teeth. Dressed in a cloak with a wide leather belt around his waist 
he carried two flintlock pistols and a cutlass. His cloak was wet with blood. He had a cruel look on his face as 
he looked down at Jonathan. 

"Well, well, well, who do we have here?" spoke the pirate as he yanked Jonathan to his feet. 

"Where's Captain Bishop, what have you done with him?" cried Jonathan, fearing the worst. 

"Captain Bishop eh?" replied the pirate with his rough voice, ''You have a new captain now English boy 
and you're about to meet him. 

With those words, the pirate pushed Jonathan ahead of him, up the stairs and unto the deck. What he saw 
horrified him. There were pools of blood everywhere. Part of the ship's railing was torn away by the cannon 
balls fired from the pirate ship. The bodies of both pirate and the ‘ Bristol Star' crew were being thrown into 
the sea. Jonathan watched in horror as the water churned bloody red as sharks thrashed about, devouring the 
corpses. 

"Captain!" shouted Jonathan, as he saw his captain lying next to the main mast, his shirt wet with blood. 
With that, he broke away suddenly from the tight grasp of his captor and ran to where his captain lay dying. 
He knelt beside his captain and dear brother in the faith. 

"Jonathan,'' moaned Captain Bishop with the little strength he had left. 'We lost... there were too many 
of them... we were overpowered. Now... I am going home... to meet my Savoir and LORD and be with Him 
forever. He's...he's calling for me even now... he's calling my name." Then the captain pointed up toward the 
sky as if trying to touch something...or someone. 

"I see my dearest Elizabeth... the wife of my soul...she's dressed all in white...she has her arms opened to 
welcome me. Behind her...yes...behind her are the arms of my Savior and LORD, He is there, a glowing and 
radiant light, a light so bright...Yes...I come, my LORD...I come." 

With those quiet words, the captain dropped his arms to his side and went into his eternal rest. Jonathan's 
demeanor suddenly changed. It changed from sadness and grief to anger and wrath. He turned around to see 
a rather tall and stout buccaneer with a dirty three-cornered hat. He had on a ruffled blood-stained white shirt 
and tied to his waist was a leather belt similar to that of the other pirate. He sported two pistols and a cutlass 
by his side. He wore a reddish beard and two gold earrings hung from his ears. 

The pirate who had entered the cabin was next to him. They both looked at Jonathan trying to decide what 
to do with him. 

"See what I found in the cabin?" spoke the pirate who had found Jonathan. ''A fine cabin boy he'll be at 
that, won't he Captain Red?" 

"Yes," sneered the pirate captain, ''a fine servant he'll make. 

"You murderers," shouted Jonathan as he jumped and ran with all fury against this invading pirate captain. 
Both the captain and the pirate were taken aback at this rush of fury, not expecting it at all. With the back of 
an open hand, the pirate captain struck Jonathan with all his might, knocking him backward onto the deck. 
The blow stunned Jonathan for a few seconds. When he went to get back up he saw the pirate captain 
approaching him with a sword in hand. 

"T'll cut you to pieces and feed you to the sharks!" 

"Wait, captain," said the pirate who was beside him, "did you see that? He came at you with no weapon in 
his hand. He has valor, just the kind of fighter we need. He'd make a fine pirate. I can teach him to fire a 
pistol, to throw a knife and to cut and slash with a cutlass. I can teach him what he needs to know!" 

"Yes, you're right Mr. Simmons," answered the pirate captain, looking at his fellow crewmates. "A fine 
member of our crew he'll make indeed... Take him aboard!" and with those words, the pirate captain turned 
and jumped aboard his own ship leaving Mr. Simmons and Jonathan on the deck. 

"T'll never be a pirate,'' spoke Jonathan as he got to his feet again. "I'm a man of God, a preacher, and 
teacher of God's Word!"' his voice still resounding anger and rage. 
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"T just saved your worthless life Englishman,'' growled Mr. Simmons as he grabbed Jonathan by his arm. 
"Think twice, we have no need for holy men on this ship, only fighters, so shut your mouth and stay alive, now 
move!" As Mr. Simmons pushed Jonathan towards the railing that joined the two ships, Jonathan thought of 
his belongings. 

"My sea chest, it's in the cabin!" 

"Get it quickly,'' snapped Mr. Simmons as he released his grip on Jonathan's arm. Jonathan went quickly 
to Captain Bishop's cabin. He looked around for the last time. Tears came to his eyes as he noticed that the 
whole cabin had been looted by the pirates, yet his sea chest was still by his bunk, untouched. 

He shouldered it and returned on deck. Mr. Simmons was still there waiting for him. He suddenly 
remembered the prophecy of old Quentin, that he would be ‘taken where he didn't want to go'. Now he was 
sure that this was the beginning of the prophecy foretold. 

The other pirates were looting the ‘Bristol Star' taking all that was of value. Jonathan knew that the ship 
did not carry much gold or silver, with exception to the pay owed to the sailors. He suddenly felt a heavy hand 
push him from behind. 

"Move now," growled Mr. Simmons, ''you're coming with us. In a while there won't be anything left of this 
ship." 

Then both Mr. Simmons and Jonathan climbed over the railing and onto the deck of the pirate ship. Once 
on board, Jonathan put the sea chest down next to the main mast. He watched as the rest of the pirates climbed 
aboard, some with captured fire-arms, others with clothing and boxes filled with dried food and kegs of water 
and rum. The pirates then loosened the hooks and ropes that held the two ships together, and soon, the two 
were separated by the wind and waves. 

Then one of the other pirates placed a small chest by the feet of the pirate Captain. Captain Red opened it 
with toe of his boot. He looked at the small quantity of silver and gold coins with a disappointed look on his 
face. 

“What a waste of pirate blood,” began the pirate captain, “all for a little bit of gold and silver. Oh well, 
maybe the next ship will be a treasure ship carrying Spanish gold and jewels.” With those words, he closed the 
lid of the chest with his boot and the pirate that brought the chest to him took it away to the Captain’s cabin. 

When the pirate ship was a short distance away, it turned and sailed parallel to the ‘Bristol Star'. Then the 
pirate captain came to stand at the rail to observe the ‘Bristol Star' now void of life. Jonathan learned that the 
name of this pirate captain was ‘Captain Red' perhaps because the color of his beard was a fiery red color, to 
match his character. 

"Now English preacher, you will see some fireworks," said Captain Red with a sneer. ''Fire the ship!" yelled 
the captain. With those words, a few of the pirates threw some lighted torches onto the deck of the ‘Star of 
Bristol' a few landed onto the sails that were on the deck. The dry canvass lit up quickly. 

"Gunners, man your cannons!" cried out Capt. Red, ''fire when ready!" 

The pirates went to their cannons and lit the fuses, then, taking careful aim, fired against the ‘Star of Bristol’. 
The cannon balls blew holes into the side of the ship. One cannonball hit its mark, the power room where the 
gunpowder was kept. There was an explosion and the ship split into two pieces. Slowly, the two pieces of the 
‘Star of Bristol' sank beneath the waves and out of sight. 

There went up a cheer from all the pirates. After that, they all went below deck to celebrate by drinking 
rum. Captain Red followed his crew and nodded to Mr. Simmons. 

"Bring the preacher below!" 

"You heard the captain, he wants you below, certainly he wants a word with you. Better be careful what 
you say if you value your miserable life Englishman.'' And with those words, Mr. Simmons gave Jonathan a 
push towards the stairs that led below deck. 

Below deck seemed to be very spacious, with a room like a large galley with three long, wooden tables. At 
the head of one sat the pirate captain, Captain Red. Around him sat almost all the pirate crew, with mugs of 
rum they were laughing and shouting words of triumph over the ‘Star of Bristol' which now lay at the bottom 
of the ocean. 

When captain Red saw Jonathan, he held up his hand for silence. He put the pewter mug of rum down on 
the table and began to speak. All the pirates now observed Jonathan and they waited for the conversation to 
begin. 

"Hear me now Englishman and hear me good" began Captain Red with a stern voice, ''your life was spared 
for only one reason. I need mates of character and spirit, also guts and valor to cut and slash with a cutlass. 
You seem to have all of that. A pirate you shall be by thunder!" ended Captain Red slapping the table hard 
with a heavy hand. 
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"Never!" replied Jonathan with holy boldness, ''I'm a preacher of God's Word, his Living Word and that 
I'll always be and nothing else!" 

The pirate captain glared at Jonathan as he slowly got up from the table, his eyes glared with anger; ''I need 
pirates, not holy men!" shouted the captain, ''so you can choose, either a pirate you shall be or you can preach 
to the sharks below the waves!" The pirate crew all applauded and shouted at the words of their captain, then 
the captain again raised his hand for silence once more. The whole pirate crew hushed as their captain 
continued his discourse. 

"But to show you all fairness I'll make a deal with you Englishman. You can preach God to us once, just 
once...and...if you can convert us heathens, well then...we'll all surrender our cutlasses and firearms and you 
can lead us all to church...or the magistrate!" 

With those words, all the pirates broke out into laughter, slapping their hands down on the tables and 
drinking more rum. The captain raised his hand again and the crew all hushed to continue listening to their 
captain. 

"But," he continued, ''if you fail to convert all of us heathens, us sons of devils to your God, then, a pirate 
you'll become and you'll share in all the riches of gold and silver, what say you to that Englishman?" 

The whole crew was silent now, awaiting the response of Jonathan. Jonathan knew that he'd never submit 
to becoming a pirate, and he now realized that the second part of the prophecy was falling into place...'and 
among the heathen, you will be my witness..." 

"T need some time to prepare a message," replied Jonathan with a bold voice. 

"You have an hour," said the pirate captain, ''so go prepare to convert us into fine Christian gentlemen!" 
and the whole crew broke out laughing again. They returned to drinking rum and began to sing vulgar pirate 
songs about blood, bones, and death. 

Jonathan turned and climbed the stairs to the deck once more. The sun was dipping below the Western 
horizon bringing on the evening. One of the pirates appeared to light the lamps that were on deck. One was 
hanging from the main mast where his sea chest lay. The lamp gave Jonathan enough light to open his chest 
and dig through his clothes to take out his leather-bound Bible. 

He took out some notes and outlined that he had made when he was with the Reverend Russell. Now all his 
training and education in God's Word would pay off. Then he prayed, looking up into the starry sky he lifted 
up his voice to his heavenly father. 

"Father in Heaven," he began, 'In Jesus' name, give me your words to penetrate the hearts of these pirates, 
if not all of them, at least a few might be touched and saved by your Word of grace, forgiveness, and salvation. 
Let your Word not return void, may it take root in the hearts of stone converting the stone into flesh...amen" 

Then Jonathan set to work. He sat down on top of the sea chest and went through his notes, looking up Bible 
verses, making mental notes. The time was passing very quickly. He could hear the pirates down below getting 
drunk, laughing and singing songs of the sea and of death. Now he was ready. With Bible in his hand, he went 
back downstairs to the large galley. Upon seeing him, Captain Red raised his hand and commanded silence. 
The whole crew quieted down and waited. 

"Now then,'' began Capt. Red, ''What does God have to say to us vile, evil sinners Englishman?" 

Jonathan began with the Genesis account of Adam and Eve and how they were created in God's image and 
how they fell into sin, bringing the curse of death into the world. He continued and spoke about Abraham and 
Moses and how he was called ‘God's Friend' He talked about the ‘Seed of Abraham' being Jesus Christ and 
how he accepted and welcomed all sinners. 

He reviewed some portions of Jonathan Edwards' famous sermon; ‘Sinners in the hands of an Angry God' 
and how unrepentant sinners would be cast into a fiery hell. As he was speaking, he noticed the facial 
expressions on some of the pirates. Some frowned and stared down at the floor, others ignored him and went 
on drinking rum. Capt. Red said nothing, only looked at Jonathan with a stern but thoughtful look. 

He also noticed one negro pirate who was rather tall and bare-chested. He had a tattoo on his chest and 
wore a gold earring. The pirate looked at Jonathan and slowly nodded his head, looking at the floor. Jonathan 
ended his message with some verses from the Book of Romans and said; 

"My dear friends, I call you friends because that is what God would like to call you as well. You are not 
beyond God's forgiveness through Jesus Christ. The wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life in 
Jesus Christ. He died in your place on the Cross of Calvary. He has already forgiven your sins, crimes, 
murders, and evil deeds. You just have to repent of your ways and receive Him as your LORD and Savior. 
Ask Him to come into your heart and he will do just that. You will have a new heart with new desires. The 
alternative is eternal damnation, an eternity in hell. It is a place of suffering, of wailing and gnashing of teeth. 
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It is a place void of forgiveness and love. Turn now to Jesus and choose the right path, the path of Jesus, and 
the Way of Salvation!" 

The whole galley was silent, a deathly silence, then the captain began to smile, the smile turned into a burst 
of laughter, a laughter of scorn, then he started pounding his fist on the long, wooden table. 

"Think you can scare us do you, English boy? We're all sons of the devil himself and hell bound we are all!" 

"You need to take a look at the big picture captain!" responded Jonathan with holy boldness. ''Eternity is 
along time. You might have riches now and pirate fame, glory, and fear, but someday you will be hunted down 
and once in the fires of hell, there will be no escape. You will long for the coolness of the ocean waves and the 
breeze that fills the sails of this ship, but you will find only pain, fire, and torture by hell's demons. I invite you 
once again to turn to Jesus while there is breath in your bodies, all of you." 

For a few seconds, the whole pirate crew seemed to be fixed on Jonathan's words, but it didn't last long. A 
few started to snicker and laugh, then the whole crew started to roar with laughter and scorn with the captain 
slapping his heavy hand on the table again and again. 

"More rum!" bellowed the captain, and the ship's cook came in running with a corked bottle of the fiery 
liquid. Jonathan looked to where the negro pirate was but he was no longer there. Without any more words, 
Jonathan turned to go upstairs to the deck, but not before the pirate captain called out to him. 

"Englishman, tomorrow you will start your lessons in piracy. We'll all teach you to be a fine cut-and-slash 
man, to throw a knife and fire a pistol or the devil take us all." 

"May your own words judge you, captain," replied Jonathan as he turned one more time to face the captain 
and the crew, "for I will never be a pirate, only God's witness to all who wish to hear his word." 

"Then," replied the captain with a roar, ''you can preach to the sharks, maybe they will repent.'' With those 
words, the pirate captain took another swig from the bottle of rum which was almost empty. 

Sadly, Jonathan climbed the stairs to the deck. The moon had risen now and there was a cool breeze blowing 
across the waters. Below the pirates continued their drunken party. He found his sea chest and opened it, he 
slowly secured his Bible under some changes of clothing. After closing the chest, he began to pace back and 
forth along the deck and thought about the souls he had preached to. Did his message reach at least one crew 
member? Or did they all have hearts of stone? He walked back towards the helm, yet he didn't notice the 
helmsman that was behind the large, wooden wheel. 

"Your message touched my heart Englishman," said the helmsman in a deep voice. 

Jonathan turned to look at the large, bare-chested negro pirate who was behind the wheel. The helmsman 
continued speaking. 

"Thanks to you I have made my peace with God. Your words were not spoken in vain." 

Jonathan couldn't believe his ears. God's word did not return void, just as the scriptures say. The word of 
God had indeed touched and changed a heart. 

"My name is Jonathan, I'm from England." 

"My name is Benjamin," replied the helmsman. "I am a runaway slave from South Carolina. I ran from 
my master because he was an evil and cruel man and I joined these pirates. They accepted me and made me 
their helmsman. I steer this ship and now we are headed toward Port Royal." 

Jonathan became interested in Benjamin. He didn't seem to be like the rest of the pirate crew. He was 
rather quiet and had a gentle demeanor, yet he was tall and seemed very strong physically. 

"Were you born in South Carolina?" asked Jonathan, now very curious about this ex-slave, now a pirate. 

"Yes", answered Benjamin, "but my great, great grandparents were brought from Africa in a ship like this 
one." 

Benjamin continued to talk while his hands rested on the wheel. Every now and then he looked at the ship's 
compass which was right next to the wheel. He talked about his ancestors from Africa. According to a story- 
teller, his tribe lived close to the Gambia river. It was a peace-loving tribe but it was attacked by a hostile tribe 
and his ancestors were sold as slaves to slave-traders. 

"My people did not always live by the Gambia River", continued Benjamin, ''according to our story-teller, 
thousands of years before, they came to the Gambia region from a land called Cush." 

At the mention of "Cush," Jonathan recalled the prophecy of old Quentin. It was all making sense now. 
Then he started to tell Benjamin about how he came to be onboard the "Star of Bristol" and how he had met 
old Quentin. He talked in detail about Old Quentin's prophecy about the pirates and about the ''Cushite" who 
would set him free and point the way home. 

"T am in the prophecy?" questioned Benjamin in amazement. "Can it really be true Jonathan, that God 
would use me, even me?" 
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"Yes Benjamin," replied Jonathan, now very excited, ''The last part of the prophecy says that the Cushite 
will set me free and point the way home." 

"Then," replied Benjamin in his deep voice, ''I will do exactly that." 

With those words, he locked in place the stern with a wooden peg and walked with Jonathan to the side of 
the ship. Then, with an outstretched arm, he pointed toward the West. 

"There, to the West, about a day's sailing are the Carolinas. Now we must hurry before the pirates awake 
from their drunken stupor. I will give you one of the longboats." 

Then Benjamin and Jonathan went to where one of the ship's longboats was tied to the side of the ship. Then 
Jonathan went and picked up his sea-chest and put it inside the longboat. 

"Tn this boat, you will have a pair of oars, two small barrels of fresh water and a bag of hard biscuits in case 
you get hungry." Said Benjamin who was untying the boat from the side of the ship. Jonathan noticed that 
there were two wooden pullies that held the boat in place. 

"Untie your end and I will untie this end, and we will lower the boat into the water,'' said Benjamin who 
now had his hands on the rope near one of the pullies. 

Together, Jonathan and Benjamin lowered the long boat into the water, slowly releasing the ropes that were 
attached to the pulleys. Finally, the boat hit the water with a small splash. 

"Here, take these coins, they aren't much but they will buy you passage to Virginia." 

Benjamin took out of his pants pocket six coins; four silver pieces-of-eight and two gold sovereigns. 
Jonathan didn't know what to say. He could hardly believe it, a pirate who was now helping him escape, a 
pirate who had now made his peace with God. 

"How can I thank you my friend?" said Jonathan, embracing Benjamin with all his might. 

"Just get home and fulfill Quentin's prophecy, and I will be happy that I was part of it as well" answered 
Benjamin softly, looking into Jonathan's eyes with deep compassion. 

"Benjamin," pleaded Jonathan with all his soul, "come with me and we can get to Virginia together, you 
can join my family even." 

"And who will steer the ship?" replied Benjamin with a faint smile. 'No, my brother in Christ, all that 
awaits me in the colonies is a hangman's noose or a whip and return to slavery. I will stay here, and stay the 
course." 

"But the pirates will kill you when they find out that you let me go."" Jonathan did all he could to contain his 
emotions. 

"Perhaps," replied Benjamin sadly, "but at least I have made my peace with God, and if I die, I know that 
heaven will be my home as you taught me in your message." 

Then Benjamin threw over the side a rope ladder. ''Now, down you go and fulfill the prophecy and reach 
your home, to your parents' home in Virginia. Have no fear, we are in the current now and it will take you to 
shore." 

Jonathan then climbed down the rope ladder and when he stepped into the longboat, he looked up one more 
time to Benjamin. He saw a broad smile on Benjamin's face, his face was lit up in the light of the moon. One 
more thing was on Jonathan's mind. 

"Benjamin, the ocean looks the same all over, which way is West? I am no navigator you know." 

"Jonathan, listen to me, this ship is headed South, so keep the rudder at a ninety-degree angle from this 
ship, that way you will be headed West. Just trust God and ask him to guide you to shore. He has kept you up 
to now, he will continue to do so. May God bless you, my brother." 

With those words, Benjamin disappeared from the side of the ship and went back to the helm. Jonathan 
untied the ropes that kept the longboat alongside the ship. Then, he took the oars and rowed away, pointing 
the longboat Westward. He looked back to see the great pirate vessel sailing away, sailing Southward. After a 
while, all he could see were the ship's lanterns glowing in the distant dark. 

"O LORD my God" prayed Jonathan, "I am in your hands now, I ask you to guide me to shore. Make your 
waters push this boat to land. I have so much to share now, allow me to see my parents again and share this 
testimony with all who have ears to hear... Amen." 

After lifting up his prayer to Almighty God, Jonathan lay down in the back of the longboat. He felt the 
current pushing the boat ever so slowly Westward. He crooked his right arm over the tiller, keeping it straight 
and pushed his three-cornered hat over his eyes. The rocking of the boat in unison with the waves slowly lulled 
him to sleep. He dreamed that night of the ‘Star of Bristol' of Captain Bishop and his crew, and of Old Quentin. 
He heard the prophecy in his mind's eyes repeating over and over again. He also dreamed of Benjamin, of his 
kindness, then all the images slowly faded away. 
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When he opened his eyes, he felt the warmth of the sun penetrating his clothing. He pushed his hat up on 
his head and slowly got up. The sun was almost directly overhead, almost midday. He looked into the distance 
and saw what seemed to be the outline of a distant shore. Was that land already he thought? He shaded his 
eyes and looked again. Yes, it was a shoreline. 

He put the oars into the water and started rowing. He'd help the current a bit, it wouldn't hurt. He'd reach 
shore that much sooner. An hour or two seemed to pass and the shoreline grew nearer and clearer now. Then 
he heard the sound of seagulls. He looked overhead and saw a flock of gulls flying and circling the boat. A few 
dived into the ocean waves in search of fish. The squawking of the gulls seemed to welcome him to shore. 

As the longboat got closer still, he observed the outlines of some huts made of wood with thatched roofs. 
There were some people on shore, perhaps fishermen. They were pointing towards the longboat. Then he saw 
a group of children running and shouting, heading for the beach. 

He smiled as he continued to row. He was almost there. He saw the waves as they broke at the shoreline, 
making a welcoming sound, a sound that he longed to hear. At the shore, a small welcoming committee was 
now gathered consisting of a group of adults and children. Some waved to him, and he promptly waved back. 
They would indeed welcome him, perhaps offer him some fresh water and food to eat. They would want to 
know where he had come from. 

In a few more minutes, he would step ashore on the beach of the Carolina's. Would he have a story to tell, a 
story of a prophecy come true, a prophecy foretold by an old sailor. He would speak of Benjamin, the ex-slave 
who became a pirate, and then a child of God, the Cushite who had set him free and pointed the way home. 

Yes, what a testimony it would be, and all to the glory of God. 
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THE SHORT ROUTE OR THE LONG ROUTE? 


Mendel and Mottel lived with their wives in a small town near the great city of Lodz. They were next-door 
neighbors and got along splendidly. Although they had no children, they still loved their wives in spite of their 
barren wombs. 

Now it came to pass that when autumn turned to winter, and the winds blew hard and the air got cold, both 
wives of Mendel and Mottel came down with the flu. Now it was nearing the onset of the Sabbath that both 
husbands, caring deeply for their wives lifted up their voices saying; 

“Oh, dearest wife, my dearly beloved, be at ease and be at rest. Fret not for the cares of preparing the 
Sabbath meal for infirmity is upon thee. Rest in thy bed for I, thy husband, will prepare the Sabbath meal. I 
will light the fire and put on the stove water to boil. I will cut up the chicken and chop the carrots, onions, 
garlic, and potatoes. I will add the spices like you are accustomed to. I will even put in some white wine and a 
bit of schnapps. Then, when the sun goes down and the Sabbath begins, I will get thee up to light the Sabbath 
candles and thus welcome into our home the blessed Sabbath.” 

Upon hearing these words, both wives looked up into the eyes of their husbands and smiled. They were both 
so blessed to have such caring husbands who would see to their needs in the times of ill health. 

“Oh, and what’s more,” continued their husbands, “Ill even prepare and bake the Challah loaves for the 
Sabbath.” Now, at the mention of ‘preparing and baking Challah loaves’ both wives rolled their eyes and 
sighed; 

“Oil” 

Now, upon hearing the “oi” from the lips of their wives, both husbands remembered last winter when their 
wives got sick, that they attempted to bake Challah loaves in their kitchen ovens. But when the Challah loaves 
came out, instead of soft and fluffy loaves of bread, out came two very hard and heavy oblong loaves of petrified 
Challah. So hard were the loaves that if launched from a cannon, they would have indeed made a hole in a wall 
or would have caused a ship to sink. 

So as not to make any holes in walls nor sink any ships during the time of Sabbath, both husbands decided 
to go into Kosherville to purchase Challah loaves from the bakery of Jakob Jakubowicz, who had one of the 
best bakeries in town, if not in the entire region. 

So, Mendel and Mottel got warmly dressed, and with money in their purses set off for Kosherville to 
purchase the Challah loaves for the Sabbath. Now there was only one road to Kosherville which went through 
a dense forest. At a certain point, it separated into two smaller roads both ending up in Kosherville, one in the 
Northern part and the other in the Southern part. 

The difference between the two smaller roads was that one was a longer route and the other was a shorter 
route. Now when Mendel and Mottel got to the point where the main road divided, they saw their old Rabbi 
sitting on a large tree stump deep in thought. Now the story behind the tree stump was that it used to be a very 
large and tall oak tree. It was just a sapling during the time of the great sage Maimonides. 

The tree had survived all these years only to be cut down a few years back in order to build one of the great 
synagogues of Lodz. Now the Rabbi just sat on the stump thinking and pondering on things that only a Rabbi 
would ponder on. The cold wind was blowing his long, gray beard across his long, black Bekishe. He took his 
right hand and pushed his black hat more firmly on his head. The old Rabbi smiled as he saw Mendel and 
Mottel nearing the fork in the road. 

“Gut Shabbos to you both,” greeted the Rabbi. 

“Gut Shabbos to you too Rabbi,” Replied Mendel and Mottel. 

“On your way to Kosherville, are you?” asked the rabbi inquisitively. 

“Yes,” replied Mendel, ““We’re on our way to buy some Challah for the Sabbath. 

“You see,” added Mottel, “both our wives are under the weather and we want them to rest in bed, especially 
since the Sabbath is almost upon us. They must take it easy while we occupy ourselves with the Sabbath meal.” 

“You are fine husbands,” nodded the Rabbi, “to care for your wives so, but allow me to impart some 
knowledge, and with this knowledge, you may make a wise choice since wisdom always accompanies 
knowledge.” 

“Say on,” said Mendel and Mottel, now a little curious as to what the Rabbi would say next. 

“Behold, two paths lay before you and both paths lead to Kosherville. One path is the long route and the 
other path is the shorter route, yet allow me to speak on, for now here lies the bit of wisdom.” 

“Continue,” replied Mendel and Mottel. 
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“T tell you this that the short route will be the longer route, and the long route will end up being the shorter 
route.” 

“How’s that?” questioned Mendel, a bit perplexed at the Rabbi’s words. 

“But how can that be?” replied Mottel, equally a bit confused. 

“For the sake of wisdom and knowledge, I will repeat myself this one more time. I say to you that I know 
these parts and you must take my words on faith, for this is part of living and trusting. Iam your Rabbi and I 
would not lead you wrong. If you choose the short way you will indeed be choosing the longer route, but if you 
choose the longer route you will indeed walk the shorter route.” 

Mendel and Mottel looked at each other and shook their heads. 

“The Rabbi is daft. He makes no sense,” said Mendel. 

“No sense indeed,” replied Mottel. 

“Nay,” responded the Rabbi, “I am letting experience speak for itself for I have walked these paths for years. 
Let age and wisdom be your guide. Take heed and make the right choice.” 

“We will take the shorter route as usual,” spoke Mendel. 

“Yes,” added Mottel, “The short-cut is the fastest way to Kosherville.” 

“Very well,” replied the Rabbi sadly, “I will see you both again, and very soon, yet without the Challah 
loaves.” 

“With the Challah!” resounded Mendel and Mottel confidently. 

But the Rabbi did not respond, he only turned his head and went on thinking and pondering on things that 
only Rabbis ponder on, perhaps the Sabbath message or something of the sort. 

So, Mendel and Mottel set off down the short route to Kosherville. In almost no time at all, they could see 
the outline of the town ahead of them. Now there was a river that separated the wooded area from Kosherville. 
The river was shallow and there was an old bridge that crossed over the river to the town. 

Now for the past few days, it had rained heavily and the river had swelled and now it was flowing quite 
swiftly. Besides that, when Mendel and Mottel arrived at the old bridge, they discovered to their dismay that 
it had collapsed into the river. 

Both just stood there staring sadly at the bridge and the river. They thought and thought, and pondered 
upon their situation. They could not ford the river nor swim across least the current sweep them downstream 
into oblivion. Besides, the water would be very cold, too cold for comfort sake. 

Now they realized that what the Rabbi had said made sense. They would now have to return the way they 
came which now would be time wasted, then go the longer route which would now be even longer. Had they 
trusted the Rabbi’s judgment and advise, they might be almost arriving at Kosherville by now. No matter, this 
would be a lesson learned. 

So, Mendel and Mottel both started back from the short route which now proved to be the longer route. 
When they came to the fork in the road, they noticed that the Rabbi was still sitting there on the tree stump, 
just thinking and pondering on things that rabbis ponder over and think about, perhaps the Sabbath message. 

“Let’s walk behind him,” whispered Mendel. 
“Good idea,” replied Mottel, “Maybe he won’t see us.” 

“Nor hear us,” added Mendel, who always wanted the last words. 

So, Mendel and Mottel, upon nearing to where the Rabbi was seated walked ever so quietly a little distance 
from the tree stump. As they went behind the aged Torah teacher, Mottel stepped on a dry tree branch which 
went; 

“crunch,” “snap!” 

“Did I not tell you both that the short route would result in the longer route?” asked the Rabbi without even 
turning around. 

“Yes indeed,” sighed Mendel, “you were right after all.” 

“This is proving to be longer than we expected,” added Mottel. 

“Then you had better hurry and start walking faster least you reach Kosherville with the Sabbath upon 
you.” advised the old Torah teacher. 

So, Mendel and Mottel continued their journey to Kosherville, half walking, half running down the road 
which was now the longer route. The time passed and they grew tired, yet they kept the pace and they finally 
saw the outline of Kosherville and heard the flowing of the river. 

When they got to the river’s edge, they saw another bridge, but this bridge was strong, new, and well built. 
The two friends entered Kosherville, they quickly found the bakery, purchased the Challah loaves and then 
headed home as fast as their feet could carry them. 
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As they went by the old tree stump, they noticed that the old Rabbi was no longer there for he had already 
returned to his home to greet the Sabbath with his family. Mendel and Mottel finally reached their own homes 
just as the sun was setting. They got their wives up from their beds to light the Sabbath candles. Then Mendel 
and Mottel blessed the bread and the wine and served the delicious chicken stew to their beloved wives. 

“Shabbat Shalom my beloved,” said Mendel and Mottel to their wives. 

“Shalom Shabbat,” replied their wives, “I bless HaShem that he has given me such a husband as you.” 

Then both families sat down for a wonderful and tasty Sabbath dinner. 

You are probably thinking where all this is leading to? Well, this much I can tell you. When it comes to life, 
there are always long paths to follow and short paths to follow. Some take the short paths, others take the long 
paths. At times, taking the short path is not such a good choice. Taking the short path is the lazy man’s path. 
When it comes to teaching Torah, God’s Word requires study and understanding, and with understanding 
comes wisdom to put into practice what one has learned. 

This requires taking the longer path, which is the “Road to Study”. If one tries to understand and teach 
God’s Word without study, without preparing oneself, then how will a person respond to those who have 
questions? Does not the Word of God tell to be “prepared in season and out of season?” (2 Tim 4:2). If one 
takes the short route, without study, without sitting under Bible and Torah scholars, how will one know how to 
respond to those with questions? 

I imagine that the one who takes the short route will be embarrassed and will not know how to answer. 
Then, the shorter route walker will have to go back and take the longer route of study. It is well worth the while 
to sit under those who have expounded on God’s Word. What do they have to say? 

It is like the student who came to the Sage Hillel and asked him about a certain portion of scripture. He told 
him to find out what the Sage Shammai had to say. Afterward, to compare the teaching of both sages and come 
to a conclusion. Always let the Holy Spirit be the guide. To know God’s Word is a life of study, it is certainly 
not a shortcut. 

So, “Study to show thyself approved, a workman that needeth not to be ashamed, rightfully dividing the 
Word of Truth” (2 Tim 2:15) 


“Gut Shabbos” “Good Sabbath” in Yiddish 
“Bekishe” A long, black suit-coat 


: 4 a) Re 
Life is full of paths to follow, so take care in choosing the 
right paths...choose wisely! 
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Reminiscence of Vesteryear. 
Thoughts and memories of life’s journeys 


May the SON shine ALWAYS in your life’s journeys 
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SQUEEDUNK 


What in the world is a “squeedunk” one might ask? Is it some kind of animal? Something to eat? Or a place 
tucked away in some remote corner of the world? 

Well, I can sincerely say that it is a “place” perhaps not mentioned on a map, but definitely a “place”. It is a 
place that I often visited when I was young, a place where my aunt Solveig lived. She was my father’s sister 
who we lovingly called, “Tante Mackie”. A place in the city of Hackettstown, New Jersey, a rustic little area 
which also carried the name “Rustic Knolls.” 

It was a place that still exists in my mind's eye, with about 10 metal mailboxes at the entrance of a long, dirt 
and gravel road. Mailboxes with the names, “McDonald”, “Petrocelli and Rullo”, “Montalvo and Lugo” “S. 
Petersen” “Catcher” and other names which now elude my memory. 

My mother and father would often visit Mackie during the summer months, or during a Thanksgiving 
vacation. We would drive down from New York in our 1960 red Studebaker, passing the supermarket on the 
main road, past old Joe Paddock’s place where the residents of Rustic Knolls would visit to fill their water jugs 
with fresh well water, as Joe was the only one with a well in those days. 

We would make a right turn on that rustic, dirt road and head downhill. We would pass a nice-looking 
house with spacious property on the left. It was owned by a lady who had a lamb. Sometimes the lamb would 
be tied up outside when the weather was nice. 

Once past the “Lamb lady's” house, the forest took over. There was a wooded area on both sides of the road. 
The road would bend and curve this way and that. Halfway to Mackie's place, my father would honk the horn 
to warn any cars coming in the other direction that we were coming, as there was little room to pass on either 
side. 

Once we got to the bottom of the road, the road would fork into two directions. The road to the left would 
go upriver, to the right would end at the swimming hole. The river that ran near my aunt's house was (and still 
is) the Musconetcong River, meaning “rapid stream” in the Native American language. It is a river with a rocky 
bottom that would attract fishermen during the Spring, as the Hackettstown Fish Hatchery would stock the 
river with trout. 

I remember fishing in front of my aunt’s place. I never caught any trout though, only sunfish. A few times I 
would venture across the river, either wadding across the rock dam that residents would build to separate their 
properties from their neighbors'. A few times I crossed over in an inflatable rubber raft which was fun. 

Across the river was a wooded area which went uphill. I remember somewhat of being a small mountain. I 
never reached the top though, I just explored the land to the right of my aunt's property dam. I remember an 
old rusted car with a lot of bullet holes in the middle of a small clearing, a memory of the Bonnie and Clyde 
days. 

Around the edge of our neighbor's part of the river was a huge boulder where a Korean boy named Lee, a 
friend of the MacDonald family once caught a very big largemouth bass. My aunt showed me the newspaper 
clipping of that event. 

My aunt's house was built with foundation stones which she and old Joe Paddock got from the river. The 
two of them built it with these stones and fashioned wooden planks for the walls. It was a cozy little house, with 
two bedrooms and a sleeper sofa which in front of the dining room table. I can close my eyes and still see it. 

There was a stone fireplace with a driftwood mantel, shelves on which were stored many volumes of National 
Geographic magazines, whatnot s, a few pictures of grandfather, one with him holding “Ousi” his pet cat, and 
a painting of a fly fisherman in a river. 

A porch was constructed outside, with a far-sighted view of the river. There was a little “frog pond” where 
a few spotted leopard frogs found their way to, a sign above the pond with the word “Timberdoodle” which my 
father had made. My aunt had also a tool shed which was close to a large white hammock, tied between two 
large trees. 

The property, instead of green grass had white gravel, which made a crunching sound beneath my feet when 
I ran outside. Out there in the fresh, country air, I would play with “Ingeborg” my aunt's little black 
Dachshund, whom she lovingly called “Inky”. 

My aunt would sometimes tell us of local happenings, of different people in the area. She told us of the 
“Tyner boys,” whom she called; “no good lazy louses.” One of them returned from Vietnam with a snake in 
his rucksack she claimed. She always spoke good of old Joe Paddock, who helped her build her house, and of 
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“Sophie,” her best friend, who I lovingly called “Aunt Sophie” who lived down the road near the swimming 
hole. 

Sophie was a stout sort of woman who I always saw wearing farmer's overalls. Sophie's house was similar 
to my aunt's. Her house also overlooked the river, and she also had a hammock strung between two trees. 
Inside her house, there was a stuffed moose head on the wall mixed in with a lot of ornaments of nature. 

And so, it was in that small section of the world called “Squeedunk”, that little place tucked away next to a 

quiet rocky river, surrounded by woods and nature's wild things. 
Lu remember it was one summer morning when mom, dad, and I were there visiting that my dad woke me up 
‘ very early in the morning. It was still dark outside, and my dad and my aunt got 
together some fishing gear and a heavy box-like lantern. It was one of those 60s 
lanterns that you could open and put in one of those big, heavy batteries. It had a 
handle with which to carry it and swing it here and there. I got dressed and put on my 
| favorite “Sock-it-to-me” shirt which reminded me of the TV show; ‘Rowen and 
__ Martin’s Laugh-in’ 

We started walking down the dirt road that ended at the swimming hole, and that's 
where the road ended. Yes, it was kind of scary dark, at least it was for a young teen 
like me. My dad reminded me, “keep your eyes on the light, walk in the light of the 
lantern, and you'll be safe, you won't trip and fall. 

So, we walked down the road to Sophie's place first to do a little early morning 
fishing, and after that, tried our luck at the swimming hole. There we were, the three 
of us, three pairs of shoes, walking in the beam of light that came from Mackie's lantern. Mackie and dad 
talked about, well, things that adults talk about; work, friends, about the times with “Mamsen and Popsen” 
(their mom and dad) I just listened and walked with them. 

I was reminded of the scripture, which speaks of light, of walking in the light, the light being God's Holy 
Writ, the presence of the Almighty God among us, that substance which chases away the darkness. That early 
morning fishing walk reminded me of 1 John 1:7; 

“BUT IF WE WALK IN THE LIGHT AS HE IS IN THE LIGHT, WE HAVE FELLOWSHIP WITH ONE 
ANOTHER, AND THE BLOOD OF JESUS HIS SON CLEANSES US FROM UNRIGHTEOUSNESS” 

Yes, indeed we did indeed have a nice walk that early summer morning so many years ago. My father, my 
aunt, and me, walking down the dirt road, fishing gear in one hand, lantern in the other, walking and talking, 
just having a nice early-morning time for fellowship. I remember that we caught a sucker. We threw it back 
into the river on account of it being a “garbage” fish. My aunt had baited the hook with some pieces of bacon 
fat. Well, what can you expect? Not so kosher bait brings in not so kosher fish. 

So many years have passed, yet this memory is as clear as glass. Mom, dad, and Mackie are all buried, but 
their memories are still alive, their teachings still alive, and the love and respect I had for them still remain in 
my soul. 


“Tante Mackie” 1970 “crossing the river” 1962 Author and mother at river, 1962 
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BENJAMYN’S HOPE (an ancestral reflection) 


It was early autumn in the year 1495 when John Benjamyn senior took his young son, also named John, to 
watch the ocean waves break onto the shores of Cornwall. 

“Out there to the West,” said John to his son, pointing across the wide expanse of the Atlantic waters, “lies a 
new land. There must be many adventures awaiting those who have the courage to cross these waters.” 

“But father,” replied young John a little surprised, “I thought the world was flat?” 

“Nay,” said John Senior with a smile, “The navigator Christopher Columbus proved that the world is indeed 
round, why just three years ago he arrived at that very continent in three small ships sailing West across these 
same waters.” 

“Really,” replied his son somewhat amazed, “Can it really be true?” 

“Yes, son,” said his father placing his arm around his son's shoulders, “even in Holy writ the Word of God 
says; “It is He who sits upon the circle of the earth” (Isaiah 40:22). “Someday I hope that one of our descendants 
will brave these waters and cross over into the new world. I also hope that from our family line will come a 
teacher of God's Word, to teach all those who would listen, yes, even there in that new world of unknown 
peoples, unknown to us but known to God.” 

John Benjamyn and his son smiled at each other and embraced, sharing a wish, a prayer that would 
hopefully come true one day in future generations. The two stood there together gazing at the wide expanse of 
the ocean, an ocean that divided two continents which would one day join together in trade and commerce. 

It came to pass that one hundred years later, the seed of the Benjamyn family brought forth a daughter 
whose name was Ann. Ann married John Ellis and gave birth to a son named Richard. One day, they walked 
together to the same water's edge. Together they gazed across the great expanse of the sea and Ann shared the 
dream of her great-grandfather, John Benjamyn. 

“Goodwife Ann,” began her husband, “you will be happy to know that indeed, your family's wish will come 
true, for I have decided to sell our humble place and book passage on a ship that will take us to the new world, 
Yes, to the colonies of America.” 

“Oh, how wonderful and exciting dear husband,” replied Ann with joy, “Imagine the three of us in the new 
world, you, me, and our little Richard, making a new beginning, a new life, in a new world.” 

John, Ann, and baby Richard in arms embraced. They would begin a new life, face hardships together, in 
the British colonies of America. 

It was a cold, mid-January morning in the year 1619 when the three boarded ship, bound for the colony in 
Massachusetts. Three months later, they disembarked and settled near what would be known as Plymouth by 
next year’s frost. Eventually, the humble Ellis-Benjamyn family moved inland and built a permanent home in 
Watertown. John and Ann shared their ancestor's dream with their son Richard who later became a 
wheelwright and a surveyor. He also joined the local militia which had its beginning with Capt. Standish of the 
Mayflower. 

In the year 1643, Richard Ellis officially joined the local Puritan church. One Sunday afternoon he met with 
the minister and shared his heart. 

“Thou teacheth well Holy Writ Reverend Walcott,” began Richard, “and twas the desire of a great ancestor 
of mine, John Benjamyn, that from his seed might come forth one who would teach Holy Writ, just as thou 
doeth.” 

“Tis a goodly wish Goodman Richard, and tis an honor and great responsibility to teach from God's Word,” 
replied the minister. “Believest thou that the LORD has thus called thee for such a task? To learn and teach 
His Holy Scriptures?” questioned the good Reverend Walcott, somewhat surprised. 

“Nay,” replied Richard sadly, slowly shaking his head, “I am a militiaman and a surveyor of these good 
lands. I have not the head for such holy matters, but perhaps, after me, such a descendant will be born from 
my seed, one who will indeed learn and teach the LORD's Holy Word.” 

“Yes” replied the Rev. Walcott as he placed his arm around Richard's shoulder, “Tis a noble task indeed to 
teach from Holy Writ, but many do not take heed to the truth of scripture, adhering instead to superstition.” 

“Ay” replied Richard sadly, “some here do indeed think upon things of devilry, and of seeing specters of 
such types. May Providence guide one who would come after me to take up the noble task such as yours, to 
teach from the LORD's Word.” 

“Yes,” said Reverend Walcott, “The LORD will indeed honor your ancestor's wish, someone will indeed come 
from your seed and will learn and teach the Words of God to all who would have ears to hear.” 


Page | 130 


And the years passed, and in 1692, when Richard Ellis was in his 73" year of life, he happened to pass by 
the town of Salem and indeed, he witnessed the sad result of those who would follow superstition. There were 
those who cried out “witch” and others who fell victim to those cries of fear and ended up on the hangman's 
noose. 

80 years went by and the descendants of the Ellis-Benjamyn family grew in number. It was the 18" day of 
April in the year 1775, when Abijah Fisher, a descendant of the Ellis and Benjamyn family, invited his good 
friend, the most reverend minister of Mystic Village Church, to his house to share conversation. It was late into 
the night and the two were still deep in words; 

“Did I tell you dear Reverend, the wish, and prayer of my great ancestor John Benjamyn?” 

“No, dear friend, you didn't, but say on and I will listen to your tale,” replied the good parson of Mystic 
Village church. 

So Abijah Fisher told the story of the hope of his ancestor Benjamyn, to have one who would come forth 
from his seed who would teach the Holy Scriptures, to all who would have ears to hear and heart to receive. 

“It is indeed a serious matter to teach God's Word,” said the parson. “One must study hard and understand 
scripture, and thus convey God's message to the people. It is indeed a calling of great value. What say you dear 
Abijah, do you feel you have this calling?” 

Abijah Fisher thought about what the parson had just said. He sat down on the porch of his humble house, 
and the parson sat down next to him. They both sat there for a few minutes without speaking. Finally, Abijah 
lifted up his voice and spoke his honest reply. 

“T enjoy hearing you expound the word of God,” began Abijah, “I have learned much from your messages, 
but for me, to teach God's word, that is another matter. I think not that my mind could fathom such a matter. 
Perhaps one who will come after me will have that special calling dear reverend.” 

“Yes,” replied the minister nodding his head, “there will come a descendent from your seed, which began 
with your ancestor John Benjamyn, who will be called by God to teach and expound His word. Such a prayer 
never goes unanswered, for the LORD hears from heaven and in His perfect timing, will raise up such a person.” 

The two men nodded in agreement. In time, the wish, the prayer of John Benjamyn would come to pass. 
The two continued to talk, other issues came to mind; the state of affairs in the colonies, the unfair taxation, the 
housing of British soldiers and other things. 

It was near midnight when the two men heard a noise coming from up the road, a noise of a galloping horse 
and its rider shouting something. As the horse and rider passed by the house, the two men stood up to get a 
better view of the fellow on his fast galloping steed. They heard the rider announce his warning; 

“The British are coming!” “The British are coming!” 

So, the years passed, and the generations of John Benjamyn came and went, and the family tree grew larger 
and larger. Now it came to pass that in the year 1895 a daughter was born to Thomas and Sarah Hughes. Their 
daughter's name was Willetta. 

In time, Willetta came to marry Leonard Groh, whose ancestors came from Germany, and East Europe, 
many of who were Ashkenazi Jews. Leonard and Willetta also had a son who they named Leonard. Leonard 
Jr. married Mary Balaban, whose family came from Turkey. Leonard and Mary had three children; Christine, 
Bruce, and in 1954, their third child, James, was born. 

James grew up and became known by his Hebrew name; Jacob, Jacob Ben Avraham, which means “one 
who follows the faith of Abraham.” Jacob went to Bible College and then to a Messianic Yeshiva School. In 
2005, he was ordained as a Messianic rabbi and now teaches Holy Writ to all who would have ears to hear and 
an understanding mind, and also to write short stories and poems. 

Yes, dear great, great, many times great, grandfather Benjamyn. Your hope, your prayer came true, for 
from your seed came one who would teach Holy Writ. 


AUTHOR’S END NOTE: The story is a bit fictional, yet the names used are from the author’s family tree of 
ancestors, including the places and years of residence. 
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“Someday, I hope that one of our descendants will brave these vast waters and cross over 
to the New World.” 
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THE BATTLEFIELD 


I remember the stories that the Viet Nam vets told me about jungle warfare, about how Charlie Cong set 
land mines, booby traps here and there to blow up the American soldiers, about how the Cong would sneak 
away into tunnels and “disappear.” The army would send in “Tunnel Rats” to flush them out, armed with 45s, 
and combat knives. They would go in after them. 

I was still too young for the Viet Nam engagement, I enlisted in 72 and they were just sending in volunteers. 
But who would want to volunteer for a war that wasn't even in your backyard? Well, there are always two sides 
to the story. 

Pop used to tell me about his adventure in WWII as a radio repairman. He would repair radios in blown-up 
tanks. His weapon was the M-1 rife, although he never made it into actual combat, he still fought in a battle 
later on after WWII was over, a different war in which he changed weapons. Later on, he used nerve gas 
canisters. When I was growing up, he showed them to me too. 

“Son,” he told me one day, “you'll be going into combat one day soon, and you’!l need to choose your weapon 
that will do the most harm. You have landmines and nerve gas, use them both!” 

Sure enough, I went into combat, fighting a forever-fighting enemy, relentless, strike-and-hide type warfare. 
They used to call us “Mother Green and her M-16,” as the M16A1 rifle was the most popular in Viet Nam and 
afterward. I chose nerve gas as my weapon of choice. It would render the enemy “dead” no survivors, no 
prisoners, only a “body count”. Bullets would have little effect, too many of the enemy. What would two or 
three bullets do against an army of one-hundred or more, but launch a nerve-gas attack, that's a different 
matter. 

I saw the movie “All Quiet on the Western Front” and saw how nerve gas left soldiers dying in the trenches, 
and “John Boy” survived that, only to get a sniper bullet in the head because he was stupid enough to poke his 
head up over the trench to sketch a silly butterfly. 

Another soldier told me how to make land-mines, that would blow up the enemy once they came out of 
hiding, those that would survive the nerve gas. Well, once a soldier, always a soldier as the saying goes. Who 
says you can't be a rabbi and a combat soldier at the same time? Sure, you can. 

So, here I am, on the front lines, the battle isn't even far, just a few yards away. The enemy just comes out 
under the cover of darkness, then at dusk, they go back into hiding, only to await the setting of the sun, to come 
out and wreak havoc again. The enemy has their weapon, they use germ warfare, biological hazards. It's a 
battle of nerve gas against germ warfare, who will come out winning? 

I am still on active duty, still in combat. This morning was no different. I got up, and while under the cover 
of darkness, slowing crept forward, making sure I was not heard. I had my nerve gas canister with me, I 
learned that quick spurts were just as effective holding down the trigger. I have enough nerve gas to last a few 
months. I found out the enemy's bunker, I had to be quiet, ever so quiet, as long as it was dark, I could get 
them. It had to be an element of surprise, So, I crept up, still under the cover of darkness. Then, I struck. I 
opened fire! 

I opened the bunker door quick as a flash and launched the nerve gas, and three cockroaches hit the floor. 
They fell from the pantry closet door and hit the floor in agonizing pain. I remember the army drill sergeants 
often had us do the “dying cockroach” position. 

Those three cockroaches will never again climb on top of the cans of Spaghetti “O” s, and around the boxes 
of elbow macaroni. Yet more will come out of the woodwork, reinforcements will come. The war will continue, 
another battle will be fought. 

I put the nerve-gas canister (RAID, Roach and ant killer) alongside the pantry door, and went to make some 
coffee. I got dressed, got my school badge and opened the front door to meet the cats. I gave the cats their 
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morning meal and left for the high school. Dulles Vikings are playing the Clements Rangers this week, hope 
the “Vikings” win. 

I'm thinking about making and using land-mines now. All I need is some pre-sweetened cool aid, some 
powdered sugar, and boric acid, mix it all together and cut a Dixie cup in half, put them under the counter, 
under the frig, and other places the enemy can gather and formulate nocturnal attacks. Once they get their 
feet in the mixture, lights out! They're goners, even though they don't know it. 

On the spiritual front, we fight a similar battle. The WORD of God says that we fight not against flesh and 
blood, but against principalities of darkness. In a way, cockroaches can symbolize demons. They are part of 
the world of darkness. Demons, or fallen angels fight believers daily, trying to ruin believers’ testimony, break 
up marriages and just making them weak in the faith. Our defense is prayer, and to be in the WORD of God, 
to know the Torah is our best weapon, For HaSatan, the war is over, he just doesn't realize it, the war was 
finished at Calvary’s cross. 

On the earth, the fight goes on, tomorrow, another battle, another 3 or 4 cockroaches will bite the dust, 3 
down, 500 more to go, every day, except on the Sabbath of course. On that day, they'll have time to regroup 
and plan more strategies, have more baby cockroaches, invade the pantry and try to get into the food. 
Everything, though, is sealed, even the brown sugar, they can't getin. This is just another morning in the daily 
life of a Messianic rabbi. 


* r « mare TT 7 + Ye: 


A dead enemy soldier, casualty of war. (R. L P) 
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THE RADIO 


As far as I can remember, the radio was always on top of grandfather's oak cabinet downstairs in the 
basement. The basement in our house in Chappaqua, N.Y. was a lonely, quiet place of boxed up memories of 
the past. A place of boxed up stuff, this-and-thats, decorations, furniture pieces, what-knots that somehow did 
not make it upstairs to the living room. Things that found a place in our house in Elmhurst, N.Y.C. now 
slumbered in silent solitude within 4 concrete walls. 

I had gone up and down the wooden steps that led to the basement many times during my childhood there 
in Chappaqua. At the bottom of the steps to the left stood about 5 metal shelves where my parents stacked all 
kinds of canned goods. Right next to those shelves were the washer, dryer and sink where mom would do the 
wash. 

A fuse box which held the old type circular screw on-and-off fuses found its place against the concrete wall 
next to the sink. Quite a few times I remember my dad changing a fuse or two which had given up their ghosts. 

Across from the washer and dryer were the oil burner and hot water heater. In-between those two down- 
stairs residents stood grandma's two-wheeled shopping basket, no longer in use anymore. It just stood there as 
a reminder of the many trips she must have taken back and forth from the local food markets in New York City 
so many years ago. 

On the other side of the basement, there were boxes and boxes of things like old Good House-keeping 
magazines, Field and Stream mags, piano sheet music which belonged to my mom, Eskimo garb, and grandma 
and grandpa's “1906” trunk. This was the trunk that they used when they came to America from the “Old 
Country. I say “1906” because stuck to the bottom of the trunk was a piece of newspaper with that date under 
the headline. 

The basement was divided in half by a center concrete wall. On the other side of it, dad had built me a “train 
table” where his Lionel trains lay, lined up on the train track. I used to turn on the power and run them for a 
while, putting “smoke pills” in the chimney of the locomotive and watch the engine bellow out puffs of white 
smoke. These trains were one of those “hand-me-downs” that fathers sometimes give to their sons. I saw some 
more trains in other boxes that somehow, never left their cardboard housing. Those were the ones dad bought 
back in the 1930s. 

At the other end of the basement was the wall that divided our house from the great outdoors. Right next to 
the back-yard door was my wooden toy-chest with out-grown toys, some broken, some still in good shape. Once 
out-side there was a steep hill that ended at an oak tree and my swing set. This was especially good during 
winter when there was icy snow. I would “belly-flop” and slide down the hill on my belly until I stopped at the 
swing-set. 

On the other side of the back-yard door was grandpa's oak cabinet with 4 pull-out drawers. The bottom 
two would open vertically, the top two would open horizontally. The bottom two had a piece of cardboard 
wedged between so as to keep them close since the key was lost long ago. I don't recall much of the contents of 
that oak cabinet, only that the bottom part had a shoe box with some silverware with the monogram “P” and 
the date “November 1914” engraved on the knives, forks, and spoons. This was the date of grandma and 
grandpa's wedding. 

In the top-left drawer was a folded-up ship's flag with the stars and stripes and an anchor amidst the stars. 
This belonged to the Texaco Tanker “Ohio” when grandpa was captain back in the 1930s. Guess he took it as 
a keepsake. 

On the top of the cabinet sat, “The Radio”. It was unlike our small yellow plastic kitchen counter radio, 
which had a clock-face and a swivel dial which was permanently set to WFAS-1230 AM. The radio in the 
basement came in two parts. There were two black, metal boxes, one on top of the other. The larger one was 
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full on knobs and switches with three half-moon windows with lines and numbers on their faces. Below the 
windows were two large dials with the markings; “main tuning” and “band-spread”. On the main tuning dial 
was the letter “h” and the letters and numbers; SX-25. 

The other knobs and switches had other letters on them like; BFO, AF Gain, RF Gain. The speaker lay 
inside of the smaller black box on top of the radio. The back was hollow with just some folded-up wires hanging 
out. The radio just sat there with the three half-moon yellow eyes staring lifelessly at the iron food shelf which 
stood across the room. 

I imagine that in the years past, these dials must have lit up many times with the speaker vibrating with 
music from the Benny Goodman band, the Andrew Sisters, the Amos and Andy show, news from different 
announcers. I can imagine the famous speech made by president Roosevelt coming through the speaker of that 
radio so many years ago; “Yesterday, December 7", 1941, is a day that will live in infamy....... ”, My dad told 
me about that day, it was the day he was recalled into the army for extended service. 

Now it was still, a quiet sentinel of the past, now a home for spiders and dust. I had passed by that radio 
many times on my way out the basement door to the back yard. I often wondered what it would sound like 
with the switch turned to “on”. I tried it once, but the radio still remained silent, dead to the world, a quiet 
ghost of past melodies, songs, and news broadcasts. 

Then came the day when I found myself looking at the radio when my dad came downstairs. He came behind 
me and put his hands on my shoulders and said; 

“That's a Hallicrafters SX-25 Communications receiver, a short-wave radio. It can pick up radio stations 
from all over the world. I bought it way back in 1937.” 

He continued to tell me how he used to tune in stations from different parts of the world. He especially 
listened to “HAMS” (amateur radio operators). He told me how once he heard a “HAM” transmitting from 
“Little America” (The South Pole). 

“T hope I can do that too someday dad, hear stations from other parts of the world,” I told him. I was really 
interested in this now. I can't really recall, but this was around 1966 when we had that short conversation. 

“Maybe someday Jimmy” he responded with a smile, “Maybe someday.” 

Moving day came early in June 1966. School had let out, I was a 6"-grade graduate, ready to go into Jr. 
High. The Santini brothers’ moving van came and packed up all of our stuff, all the odds and ends, furniture, 
etc., including dad's radio. All went into new boxes, they went on the truck, and we said our final “goodbye” 
to Chappaqua, N.Y. 

We moved to Yorktown Heights, N.Y. My parents enrolled me in Yorktown Jr. High School and after that, 
I sat back to enjoy the rest of the summer. Our new house in Yorktown Heights didn't exactly have a basement, 
it had what one could call a “downstairs den”. All our stuff was off-loaded and grandpa's oak cabinet ended 
up next to the house-entrance door in the back of our two-car garage. Beside the cabinet was his “1906 trunk”, 
but there was no sign of the radio. 

I figure that it must have been still packed in one of the many boxes lined up alongside the walls of our 
garage. For a while, I gave no more thought of the radio, out of sight, out of mind. The months passed. The 
1966-67 school year started. I entered into the awesome world of 7 grade. December turned into January 
1967, then February 9" rolled around, my birthday. Mom and dad greeted me with their “Happy birthday 
Jimmy” with a chocolate cake, my favorite. I also received that year a “Craig reel to reel tape recorder”. 'Now 
what in the world would I do with this I asked myself?' Would I record myself just to hear myself talk? No, 
not likely. But mom and dad had another surprise awaiting me. 

“Come downstairs, I have something to show you,” my dad said, as we both went downstairs to the den. He 
pointed to a medium size bookshelf under a window. It was divided into an upper and lower shelf, and there 
was something on those shelves. I went to get a closer look. 

“Happy Birthday Jimmy,” my dad said to me smiling, “It's yours now.” 

And there it was, the Hallicrafters SX-25. It has re-appeared. It had found a new resting place, from on top 
of grandpa's oak cabinet to a bookshelf. My dad had cut a hole in the back of the bookshelf to slip the power 
cord through to plug into the wall socket. 

“T gave it to Mr. Tebbit to fix. It works fine now.” 

Dad commented that Mr. Tebbit was a friend from work. He was an “Old radio fix-it guy” He took the 
Hallicrafters, opened up the top and cleaned out the cobwebs, changed a few tubes, and brought it back to life. 
Dad showed me how to work the dials, what they were used for. He told me about the “main tuning” and 
“band-spread” dials. The “BFO” switch was a “Beat Frequency Oscillator” control that was used to “un- 
garble” all the “garbled” conversations of the HAM radio operators. 
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Dad told me about the RF Gain and AF Gain switches (Radio-Frequency Gain) (Audio-Frequency Gain), 
and of course the knob that changed the frequencies. It had Medium Wave (AM) and short-wave frequencies. 

Dad showed me the multi-strand copper wire that was screwed on to the back of the radio and ran up the 
curtain and was tied off on the curtain rod. This was for reception. later on, he hung a 50-foot-long copper 
wire in front of our house which was tied off between two ceramic insulators. I turned the radio on, and the 
half-moon dials came to life. 

Different sounds came forth from the speaker; bleeps, blahs, different and strange sounds. Dad explained 
the different sounds and their meanings; Morse code, carrier waves, radio teletype, time-frequency stations. 
We stopped to listen to the first station. It was radio Station WWV from Fort Collins, Colorado, it announced 
the time every minute giving the minutes GMT, (Greenwich Mean Time) 

Soon after that, I found CHU-Canada, from Toronto, another Time-frequency station, announcing the time 
by minutes in both English and in French. Now, the short-wave radio listening bug had really hit me. I picked 
up the first international radio station, HCJB from Quito, Ecuador; a Missionary radio station transmitting an 
English language broadcast. Later on, I picked up more stations; Radio Havana, Cuba, the BBC World Service, 
Radio Moscow, Radio Peking (China). The Voice of Free China, from Taiwan, Radio Cairo (Egypt), Radio 
Nacional de Espafia, (Spain) Radio RSA (The Voice of South Africa from Johannesburg) 

As the months and years went by, I heard more stations. Dad showed me how to write down the information 
from broadcasts to send away for QSL cards, (postcards that verified reception from those stations). The first 
one I received was from radio RSA, from South Africa. I felt like someone important now, getting mail from 
overseas. Dad moved the radio upstairs to my bedroom one year. 

In 1970, when I turned 16, I got my first summer job working as a gardener at a community college. All the 
workers called me; “Young Jim” since I was the youngest. With the money, I saved I bought a short-wave radio 
of my own, a “Hammarlund Communications Receiver”. It was somewhat like the Hallicrafters, but a newer 
model. The two radios sat side by side on my dresser drawer, right next to my bed. 

As the years went by, I had collected many QSL cards, then I tried to see how many “out-of-state” AM 
stations I could pick up. Night time was the best. The farthest I heard was KFI in Los Angeles, CA. I also 
heard a lot of AM stations from Cuba and Canada. I put all my QSL cards in an album, even the AM stations 
sent out QSL cards, some wrote back with personal “thank you for listening” letters. This was indeed an 
exciting hobby, I had learned a lot about the geography of the world and about other countries. 

High School graduation day came in June 1972. The Army recruiter had visited me a few months before 
graduation. I signed up, so by the end of June, I would embark on a new adventure with Uncle Sam. This 
adventure would last eleven years, a soldier's adventure. 

July 1% came, I had a small bag ready with some clean underwear and toilet articles. It was seven AM in the 
morning. Dad would take me to the bus stop. I left my bedroom for the last time, took a final look at my radios, 
closed the door and was off to Fort Dix, N.J. for basic training. 

Many radios stations have come and gone in the past years. Some die out due to lack of listeners' support, 
and some keep on going strong. There is one station that is still going strong, a station that got started about 
3500 years ago. This station, unliked by some, yet loved by many, is radio “Voice of God”. 

It started with quill and ink, by a rejected prince from Egypt, who became a shepherd of millions of human 
sheep. He Wrote down what God told him to write, then passed on the scripts to others who would write down 
more stuff from God and would pass on those scripts to others, and so on. The station scripts became printed 
in book form, then when the airwaves were subdued by man, the Voice of God was heard by both radio and 
TV, and now by the internet. Today we can both “read” and “listen” to the broadcasts. There are 66 programs. 
YHVH-Adonai-Elohim is the station owner-president-manager. 

The 66 programs are broadcasted day and night, 24-7. There is the Genesis program, the Exodus program. 
The station announcers are long since gone, yet their voices are still heard. There are news programs, history 
programs, programs of songs, poetry, and wisdom which are on radio Psalms and Proverbs. 

The station manager started this station thinking of mankind who he loves. Years of preparation went into 
the programs. His voice has been echoed into all 66 programs, and all talk about YESHUA, the Son, God 
become flesh and blood. There is, however, QRM (interference) and a lot of static at times. It comes from radio 
Satan, it wants to jam the Voice of God, but it is up to each and every listener to tune it out. We have to use our 
band spread carefully, tune out all distractions, fine-tune our built-in antennae, or our faith walk will be 
hindered. 

So, keep tuned to the “Voice of God” it is essential to our spiritual growth and it will lead you to the 
knowledge and acceptance of Yeshua (Jesus Christ) as your Savior and LORD. 
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AUTHOR’S FINAL THOUGHTS: 


Many years have gone by. In these days the short-wave radio listening hobby has almost disappeared. No 
need to tune-in stations on a radio. Just go to the Internet and look for the “Tune-in” Web site and you can 
find all the world stations to listen to. The challenge has gone. Too easy now. 

The Hallicrafters returned to my father when I left for the Army. I had also bought a Hammarlund Short 
Wave Communications Receiver. Dad sent it to me, never got to me though. The QSL cards? Lost somewhere 
in Mexico. Today I have a small digital “Grundig” SWR. I never use it though, it stays in the night-table 
drawer next to the bed. I’ll take it to the beach or pool sometimes to listen to an FM station. 

There are times when I stay up late and just out of curiosity, turn the dial on a 1930s replica of a table radio 
just to see how far I can tune in. I’ve heard a few stations in Mexico, but that’s about it. Sometimes I think 
that I might get a HAM license. (Amateur Radio License) but who knows. The hobby was great while it lasted. 


1937 Hallicrafters SX-25, My good friend from 1967-1972 
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IN MY COUSIN'S HOUSE 


My cousin John lived in a nice, quiet suburb in Flushing, N.Y. His house, or rather my aunt and uncle's 
house was, to me, neither small nor big, rather medium size, as seen in the eyes of a child back in the early and 
mid-1960s. 

It lay nestled in a nice, little neighborhood, amidst other houses on a neat and quiet street, lined with trees 
and green lawns. There was a park nearby where I remember my grandpa took me once to swing on one of the 
many swing sets, and afterward, he put me on a slide and caught me as I slid down. 

So, my aunt Nina and uncle Ces, my cousins John, Gene, and Anita lived peacefully there for many years. 
Of my three cousins, I related more to John since we were almost the same age, John being one year older than 
me. 

My mom, dad, and I used to visit uncle Ces and aunt Nina during the Thanksgiving, Easter, and Christmas 
holidays. We would drive down to Flushing from upstate N.Y. in our 1960 red “Studebaker” called “the Red 
Lark”. I would stretch out in the back seat and try to take a small “siesta” while hearing dad mention words 
like; “Taconic State Parkway”, “Ossining”, “Nyack”, etc... 

About two hours later we would arrive at Uncle Ces and Aunt Nina's house. There was a front entrance on 
an elevated stone patio which opened up to a coat closet on the left-hand side. In front was the living room with 
a few items of furniture; a sofa, an ornament shelf where uncle Ces kept his reel-to-reel tape recorder, and a 
piano. But for some reason, we always used the kitchen entrance. I guess the kitchen entrance was closer to 
where we parked the car. 

In front of the kitchen entrance were my aunt Nina's houseplants, and then...the aroma of an oven baked 
turkey would greet us together with my aunt's “Happy Thanksgiving” or whatever the holiday at hand. The 
kitchen led into a very small dining room which had some small pictures of snow-capped mountains in Chile 
hanging on the wall. There was also a wooden décor piece with the words, “The Dog House” and the names of 
my cousins on little pieces of wood. I remember the words on the plaque; “To stay out of the doghouse, obey 
the rules, to get into the doghouse, try some shenanigans”. 

The kitchen led to a short hallway with a guest bathroom to the left. I remember a little ceramic cat on top 
of the toilet with a pull-out tail made of some perfumed fabric to keep the bathroom always smelling sweet and 
fresh. 

Around the corner from the bathroom led to the basement. This was a place of enjoyment and relaxation, 
where the family and guests would go for a bit of “chitter-chatter” and TV watching. When you went down the 
stairs, your shoes would echo a hollow “clack-clack-clacking sound. The bottom of the staircase ended in front 
of a corner shelf with grandpa's globe-lamp on top. 

With a flick on the wall switch, the globe lamp would light up with a soft glow, illuminating the oceans and 
the continents of the world. The rest of the basement consisted of John's race-track table with little electric 
racing cars on a track. There were two lean-back easy chairs in front of the console TV set. Usually on the arm 
of one of the chairs rested a TV guide clipped onto a small clipboard. 

Uncle Ces had his work area in the back of the basement with all sorts of tools and gizmos. There was a bar 
with all kinds of drinks, and souvenirs from foreign countries hung from the top of the bar ceiling, even a 
shrunken head (fake of course). 

Near the bar, on the basement wall hung a black and white ink drawing of Uncle Ces, sitting on top of the 
world cross-legged, holding about twenty different foreign flags, places that he had visited. These were in 
memory of Ces having worked for many years at IBM World Trade Corp. 

During the holidays seasons, the basement saw many guests sitting in front of the console TV set watching 
football games, or on a Sunday, there would be bullfights on channel 41. Uncle Ces especially liked the 
bullfights, since he was from Venezuela. Once he told me that as a kid, he had fought a young bull in an arena 
near Caracas. 

John's room was near the guest bathroom. There were two beds, a dresser drawer, and a clothing closet. 
On the bedroom door, he had hung a funny picture of a UFO taking off and a little alien running after it yelling, 
“wait for me!”. On top of his dresser were many little army soldiers all lined up with a sign on the wall that 
read; “watch out!” 

Another thing that made an impact on me in John's room was a little “glow-in-the-dark” Jesus on a cross 
which hung over the head of his bed. I thought that perhaps this crucifix had some special powers because of 
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what he said once when I slept over. One thing I'd like to make clear is that our families were religiously 
different. Uncle Ces and aunt Nina and my cousins were Catholics, while my adoptive family who raised me 
were Lutherans. I followed the way, of course, of my adoptive family since that was all I knew. This was many 
years before the Jewishness which I inherited from my biological father's ancestry, awakened inside me. 

During one of the holidays, Uncle Ces and aunt Nina invited us to sleep over. Mom and dad were in the 
guest room, and I got to sleep in John's room. I was perhaps seven or eight years old at the most, probably in 
1962 or 63. Well, that night John and I were laying in opposite beds talking about this and that. He told me 
how his friends were pestering the “parkee” (the guy in charge of the neighborhood park) when he paused for 
a few seconds, pointed at his clothes closet and said; 

“At midnight, the devil will come out of that closet and try to drag us off to hell unless we take hold of Jesus.” 

Then he looked above his bed and pointed to the “glow-in-the-dark” Jesus on the cross. Now my evening 
was ruined. Fear gripped me, imagining that at the stroke of midnight, the closet would fill with smoke and a 
hideous clawed hand would push the closet door open. I could just imagine a horned devil in a bright red suit 
followed by some “imps” jumping on top of me and my cousin. Then they would drag us both, kicking and 
screaming, into the closet, down the corridor to hell. Somehow, I thought, there was a corridor that connected 
hell with John's closet. 

In a way, I felt sorry for John that his closet was a passageway to hell. At home in Chappaqua, I also had a 
clothing closet and the devil never came out of that one to drag me to hell. I remember my dad telling me a 
little about hell, how bad boys and girls would end up there. Kids that were disobedient to parents and teachers 
would end up in the devil's hell, together with all the thieves, muggers, thugs, burglars, and killers. 

My dad continued to tell me that down in hell, everyone would have to work for the devil, shoveling coal to 
keep the fires going. I thought about shoveling coal. I decided that it would be harder than shoveling snow off 
the driveway in winter time, and it would be a lot hotter too. I decided that shoveling coal would not work for 
me. 

“Poor John,” I thought, “the reason that he is still here is that he is still awake at midnight.” At midnight, 
he would grab hold of the crucifix and foil the devil. I could hardly imagine if he were to be asleep at midnight, 
the devil would grab him and drag him off saying; 

“Too late, too late John, midnight has gone by, and since you didn't grab Jesus, now you're mine!” 

I really hoped that this wouldn't be the case. I wondered if my mom and dad would hear our cries, Ces and 
Nina too, they would have to hear something I thought. But so far, so good, midnight was a few hours away. 

So, there we were, John was in his bed and I was in the other bed across the room. There was a little clock 
on John's dresser. It was 10:00 pm, two hours until “devil time”, so close, only two hours until the closet door 
would open and the devil and his imps would come out and drag both me and John down to the fires of hell. 
Then John and I would have to shovel coal to keep the hell fires going. That would be one “hell” of a future for 
both of us, not to mention our parents who would be worried sick about us, as to where we both were. Well, I 
thought, John knew what he was doing. I mean, he was nine years old, almost all grown up. He would just 
have to wake up on time before the stroke of midnight. He wouldn't dare oversleep because the fate of both of 
us was at stake. 

I turned over in bed and tried to get some sleep, yet I kept turning back over to look at the clock. I just 
stared at it, the clock hands kept moving, ever so slowly. I heard the “tick, tick, ticking” of the clock in my 
mind's eye, echoing in the semi-darkness of John's bedroom. 

The minutes ticked by, and the little hand was pointing to the twelve, and now the little hand was on the 
eleven, five minutes before the closet would fill with smoke, followed by a red-suited red devil with a pointy tail. 
The suspense was too much, and my cousin didn't seem to be worried too much. I jumped from my bed onto 
John's bed and I shook him; 

“John, John, wake up, it's almost midnight!” 

“Oh... yeah,” my cousin said, slowly sitting up in bed. 

I saw him reach for the 'glow-in-the-dark' Jesus on the cross. He took it down from its hook on the wall. 
We watched the clock, it was now midnight. We both held on to the crucifix, with John mumbling some prayer. 
I don't remember exactly which one, probably a Hail Mary. We both held on to the cross for a full minute, 
keeping our eyes on the closet. It didn't fill with smoke, nor did the devil make an entrance into my cousin's 
bedroom to drag us to hell. Now I breathed easier. 

“It's OK now,” my cousin said, “We can go back to sleep, the devil probably knew we were holding on to 
Jesus, so he didn't even try to grab us.” 

John put the 'glow-in-the-dark Jesus' back on the wall. I climbed back into the other bed and we both had 
a good night's sleep. 
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As the years went by, I grew in knowledge and wisdom. The Apostle Paul even wrote that when we were a 
child, we thought like children, yet when we grow in knowledge, we put away childish things, ideas, thoughts, 
as we come into spiritual maturity. I learned that there really wasn't a passageway between hell and my cousin's 
clothing closet. I realized that my cousin was just jesting all along and just wanted to have some fun with his 
younger cousin. 

Yet I learned, through God's Word, that there really is a place called hell, a real place made especially for 
the devil and his fallen angels, and that sinful, unrepentant mankind would join them for all eternity. The Bible 
describes it as a place of 'wailing and gnashing of teeth, where the worm dieth not and the fire never quenched’. 
It is a place of eternal separation from God, absent from his eternal love, of eternal separation from one's loved 
ones, a place of sorrow, of remorse, of past memories of times on earth, lost chances and opportunities of 
salvation, never to have a “second chance”, since it is “appointed unto man once to die and after this, the 
judgment” 

Grabbing hold of and trusting in a plastic 'glow-in-the-dark' Jesus on a cross will not keep a person from 
going to hell, neither putting a magnetic Mother-Mary statuette on the dashboard of ones' car will keep a person 
out of hell. Trusting in icons, statues, holy images, doing good deeds, or in anything material will not keep a 
person out of hell. 

The only thing that will keep a person from going to hell is faith in the LORD Jesus Christ (Yeshua 
HaMashiach), trusting in his onetime only and eternal atonement for sin on the Cross of Calvary. Trusting that 
He took upon Himself ALL of our sins, past, present, and future, taking those sins with him on the tree, giving 
to us his righteousness, in exchange for our sinfulness. The Bible states that God is not willing that ANYONE 
should perish, but for ALL to come to repentance and have our fellowship with God restored through Messiah 
Yeshua. 

It makes no difference if a person says; “I don't believe there's a hell!” because God says there is! It is 
mentioned by different names; the Abyss, Gehenna, Hades, Sheol, the Pit, a place of outer darkness. Hell is a 
holding place, like a county jail, where unrepentant sinners will wait until God's final judgment, then “Death 
and Hell were cast into the Lake of Fire” this is the second death (Revelation). But scripture also says, “For 
God is not willing that anyone should perish, that while we were yet sinners, Messiah died for us” (2 Peter 3:9) 

Anyone who dies and goes to hell goes there because he or she has chosen to go because that person has 
rejected the free gift of salvation which was freely given to all mankind. So, all in all, staying out of hell does 
not depend on touching or holding certain objects or icons, it DOES depend on holding on to the promise of 
Messiah Yeshua, Jesus the Christ; 

For God so loved the world that he gave his Only Begotten Son, that whosoever that believes in Him might 
not perish, but have everlasting life!” (John 3:16) 


“Mother °5 Day, 1968 
From right to left; The author with Uncle Ces (hand on shoulder) 
Aunt Nina, Author’s mom and dad, Aunt Barbara, and cousin John 
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TANTE VEEPS 


My parents didn't tell me much about Tante Veeps. I only remember her as a very old lady with short, white, 
curly hair. When she talked, it showed that she was missing a few teeth. 

I sat beside her once at a restaurant. I don't remember the occasion, but my mom and dad had invited her 
out. So, there we sat at some elegant restaurant, me, mom, dad, and “Veeps”. When she talked to me, she 
would call me “Yimmy” since she couldn't pronounce the letter “J”. She must have been a relative on my 
paternal grandmother's side of the family since she was from Denmark”. I’m thinking that perhaps she was 
my grandma's sister but I can't be sure. 

My father told me her story. She was a nurse for the Danish Red Cross in Greenland. She was stationed at 
Godthaab (pronounced “Gut-Hub”) the main city in Greenland. According to dad's story, she had fallen in 
love with another worker, or it might have been a patient in the hospital. Well, either the patient died or worker 
died, or the patient or the worker didn't correspond with the same affection as Veeps. Whatever the story, she 
was broken-hearted. She never married nor did she ever give up her Danish citizenship. She remained a Dane 
till the day she died. 

My memory of Veeps is limited to that specific day at that restaurant. I was sitting next to her I do remember 
that. I heard dad mention her name from time to time, and afterward, her name went into oblivion, yet the 
memory of her still stays within my mind and soul. 

When I think of Veeps, I often think of contrasts and comparisons with our Messiah Yeshua, Jesus the Christ. 
Unlike Veeps who never married, Our Messiah is now preparing a great wedding feast for his bride. He is the 
bridegroom, the Lamb of God, who took away the sins of the world, is preparing a place for all of us, his called 
out “Kehilah” (congregation) so that one day, where He is, we will also be. We will all partake of his wonderful 
marriage supper, accepting Him as our Husband, Redeemer, Savior, and King Messiah. 

Messiah was also broken-hearted when he came to his own, yet his own received him not. It is sad to think 
what our Messiah did for us all, for all humankind, taking upon the sin of all mankind, yet many reject him as 
Savior and LORD and do not esteem his sacrifice for sin and eternal death. Nothing else could break our 
Savior's heart, save only a Roman soldier's lance. 

Tante Veeps esteemed so much her Danish citizenship that she never gave it up. How much to believers 
esteem their citizenship in Heaven? In the New Jerusalem? It is more precious than gold, silver, and all the 
precious stones in the world. Our citizenship is “forever” What we do now, as believers on this earth, will 
determine what we will do “forever” in the LORD's service. Our future rewards will be determined by our 
works now, as “gold, silver, and precious stones.” How do we serve Him now? In which way or ways to we 
render service to King Messiah now? In whatever way or ways we serve him, let's serve Him with our whole 
heart, mind, soul, and spirit. 
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JOSEPHINE 


Thinking of Josephine brings back old memories, memories of the early 1960s back in a little town called 
Chappaqua. This town was my childhood home in the state of New York. A time when gas was cheap and 
neighbors got along and looked out for each other. In some places, they still do. 

Josephine was one of our three house cats; Shan, Tiger, and Josephine. First, we inherited Tiger through a 
neighbor, Mrs. Milford. When she died, she willed “Lobo” her dog to a neighbor down the street, and we 
inherited “Tiger”. Tiger was a big, fat orange and off-white mix-breed cat. He loved the outdoors. Sometimes 
he would disappear for days, only to return all scratched up as a result of fights with other cats and forest 
critters. He hardly ever “meowed”. If he “meowed” 5 times a week it was a lot. 

He came to us with a chewed-up black collar which never came off. He wore it until the day he died about 
ten years later. My dad often referred to Tiger as the “Big Oaf” (whatever that meant). He would come and 
go as he pleased, but none-the-less, very much part of our family. 

Shan, on the other hand, was the opposite of Tiger. She was a pure-bred Siamese who I found on the street 
as a kitten. I brought her home and she became part of our family. In time, she became involved with a 
neighbor’s cat and as a result of that feline love-affair, she had two kittens; Sammy and Suki. 

Shan was very talkative, especially at meal times. She was very picky with her food, eating only “Puss-in- 
boots” cat food, and of course, fresh chicken livers which mom at times feed her. Shan was an “in-door” cat, 
venturing outside only during the Springtime and summer. During the winter snow time, she went outside on 
the side-porch only to shake her head and come back ten minutes later. 

I sometimes imagine how they would have been if God has created them as humans. I imagine Tiger as a 
big, fat, Hill-Billy, redheaded, tobacco chewing rough-guy, always ready for a bar-room brawl. Shan, on the 
other hand, I would imagine as a “lady of society” with polished nails, well-dressed, only the best food, 
impeccable manners, and a chatterbox. I could imagine the two of them together at the table. Shan would have 
been telling Tiger the latest news and gossip. Tiger, on the other hand, would be listening, hand on chin and 
elbows on the table, replying with just...” uh-huh” (is that it? Can I go now?) 

Josephine, however, was different from Shan and Tiger. I remember bringing Shan home. I don’t remember 
what year we got Tiger, but Josephine, well, she was “always there”. Ever since I could remember, Josephine 
sat on the edge of our kitchen counter and never moved from there. She would sit there on the edge of the 
counter looking straight ahead. At times, her head was facing toward the refrigerator that was next to the side- 
patio door. 

At times, when I went out the patio door to the great outdoors, I would look up at Josephine and smile at 
her. Josephine would never move, but would always have that “Mona-Lisa” type smile on her lips. Her eyes, 
well, they would always be shut but she did have long painted lashes. You see, Josephine was a “Ceramic 
Cookie-Jar” cat. 

Mom and dad would the head off and stuff Josephine with all kinds of what-knots, bric-a-brac, this and 
thats, little paper receipts, milk bottle caps which had the faces of the presidents, from Washington all the way 
to JFK. There were also paper-clips, pennies, nickels, and who knows what else ended up inside of Josephine’s 
ceramic body. But never, did any “cookies” end up inside of her, only inedible stuff. 

People, unlike ceramic cookie-jar cats, have to be careful what goes inside the body. Our Heavenly Father 
created us in His image. Our bodies were created with perfection in mind, awesomely and wonderfully we were 
made. In the image of Elohim, we were made. In the beginning, man was made to eat only fruit, nuts, 
vegetables, grains, clean fresh water and juices of the fruit of the trees. After the Genesis flood, mankind was 
allowed to eat only certain kinds of animals based on Leviticus 11. 

Many might ask why we are limited to what we can eat? Who knows better than our Heavenly Father what 
should go inside our bodies? After all, He is the designer and maker of our earthly temples. Yet man does not 
live by bread alone, but must also feed his spiritual self. One thing is to feed our physical bodies with the 
physical food from the earth, but then we must think of our mind, soul, and spirit. What we listen to and what 
we see and read affects our internal being. 
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“Tiger” in snow, Chappaqua, N.Y 1965 “Shan” enjoying the sun, 


A ceramic cookie-jar cat, similar to Josephine 
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THE RUN-AWAY CHICKENS 


The account of the “Run-away chickens” goes back to the early 1960s. It took place at the home of one of 
my family’s dearest friends, the “Teal” family. The family consisted of Earl Teal, who was from Germany, his 
wife who was from Sweden, and their daughter; Glenda, who at that time was in her 20s. 

They had a spacious home somewhere in New York where we lived. They had a large property which had 
areas where different kinds of vegetables grew, including strawberry plants. There was a rock wall that 
separated their property from the woods which they believed was built during the colonial days. 

Best of all, they had a chicken coop where they had about, well, one could say, about 20 or so chickens with 
one rooster who was in charge of the whole coop. I remember the times we visited the Teals when Glenda would 
take me to the chicken coop to collect the eggs. She would give me a small basket and we would go back to the 
house when we had finished. 

Then we would sit in the living room and listen to the conversations of Glenda’s mom and dad with my 
parents. I guess I was just too small to contribute anything worthwhile, so I just sat there and listened. Mrs. 
Teal once related the time when her dog “Fritz” who was their German-Shepherd watch-dog almost attack her. 
She was coming home from shopping and it was dark. When she entered the house, she forgot to turn on the 
light. Fritz may have thought it was a burglar and he growled and jumped on Mrs. Teal. She just yelled out 
“FRITZ!” 

The dog just whimpered and sank down to her feet. No, it wasn’t a burglar, it was his mistress, owner, and 
loving friend. It was just too dark at that moment to distinguish, but the voice was recognizable. 

Now it happened that during one of our visits to the Teals that Glenda took me out to the chicken coop. I 
wanted to stay and watch the chickens a bit longer, so Glenda left me with them and returned to the house with 
the eggs that we collected. I returned about one-half hour later. 

Now we could see the chicken coop from the living room as there was a large window that looked out over 
most of the front yard. All of a sudden, my mom yelled; 

“The chickens, they’re loose!” 

Well, All I can say is that I probably forgot to close the gate all the way, and the chickens found their way 
out. They were all having a great time exploring the property, and some were even close to the rock wall. 

“Did you let those chickens out?” asked my mom a bit crossly. 

“Don’t worry about them Ann,” replied Mrs. Teal very calmly, “They’ll come back at nightfall. They know 
where they live. It has happened before.” 

We left to return home in our 1960 Studebaker, and the chickens were still outside, running around. Mom 
was still upset until Mrs. Teal called our house saying; 

“They’re all back in the coop.” So, they all came home after all. All’s well that ends well, I guess. 

In the LORD’s family, there are times when his children run astray. They see an opening that seems very 
interesting. A glimpse into the world of pleasures, of tempting territories. There are prodigal sons and 
daughters that leave the coop and run here and there. Yet the time comes when they remember who feeds them. 
It is their master, their LORD, and Redeemer who always has their food ready, the Bread of Life and the Living 
Water. 

All they need to do is remember where the coop is, after all, they left it, they should know where it is. If they 
are truly the LORD’s children “B’nei HaShem”, then they will return. They will return to Abba’s house which 
is where they belong. 
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BASIC 


School was over. I was now a high-school graduate. My father shook my hand and congratulated me. My 
old Spanish friend, Candido, who was the oldest “best” friend that I ever had, gave me $20 and a hug. I had 
met Candido at the barber shop. He was from Galicia, Spain. He was in his late 70s and he loved me as if I 
were his own son. 

With school behind me and my next life’s episodes before me, I took one last look around my bedroom. I 
said goodbye to my two short-wave radios, my record-player, my rock collection, my four-volume stamp 
collection, and the four posters that I had one my wall. One was a world map, another was a map of the United 
States. Then I had a Bull Fight poster featuring “Paco Camino” and at last, there was a poster of Fidel Castro. 
Now, why in the world would I have a poster of a communist dictator is beyond me? When one is young, one 
does strange things. My dad told me to put it up behind my bedroom door so that only I would see it, so there 
it was, and there it remained. 

One thing I learned about a kid’s personal possessions, well, they’re really not the kid’s, they really belong 
to the parents. I guess the kid can use them while at home and going to school, but once in the great “after 
high-school” world of work, the things that get left behind, revert back to mom and dad. 

So, there I was on July 1°, 1972 ready to leave my house in Yorktown Heights, N.Y. and head for life in the 
“U.S. Army!” Fort Dix bound. I had a little bag with some changes of underwear, shaving stuff, etc. Some call 
it an AWOL bag, but it left with me. Dad took me in his car to the bus station. The bus took me to NYC to the 
main recruiting office. From there, I and about 30 other guys from NYC got on another bus and off we went 
to Fort Dix, N.J. We were leaving our moms and dads and getting ready to be with our next “dads” for the next 
8 weeks. 

It is said that there are people who you will always remember. You will never forget their names. Those 
people are (besides your own relatives and family) your elementary school teachers, and for those in military 
service, your “Drill Sergeants!” Well, I will always remember them. I had three; Drill Sergeants Bostick, Davis, 
and Quifiones. One white, one black, one Puerto Rican. They saw to us that we were well trained, at the end 
of the 8 weeks, we would be a well-oiled machine with all parts working together as one. 

The other names you never forget are the buddies who bunk with you in the same barracks. There was “Big 
Davis” who could kick a door open with his big foot. There were the other guys; Venable, Pittman, Huvane, 
Bosley, Madera, Nieves, Mojica (who was called “P.J.”) because he liked to wear pajamas to bed. We were 
“Echo” Company, 4" Battalion, 2" Basic Training Brigade commanded by CPT Brown. 

We marched to the M16 rifle range almost every day to qualify with our weapons. We got to throw a hand- 
grenade, Shoot an M60 machine gun. We had to put on our NBC outfits which included our gas-masks (Nuclear 
Biological Chemical) and go into a room filled with tear-gas, take off our masks and recite our names and social 
security numbers, then run outside and hit the ground. Then we learned about radio communication, guard- 
duty, medical first-aid, and the list went on. We took a test at the end of the 8 weeks and we had to pass all 
subjects. Then, graduation day came. We would have our moms and dads come and watch the ceremony. 

Those drill sergeants who had yelled and screamed at you were now smiling and shaking your hands. Yes, 
they had to be tough, your life might depend on you reacting in a moment’s notice to danger. I mean, in war, 
the enemy is all around you. If you don’t see him, your buddy might. You need to support your buddy, and 
your buddy must support you. 

From there, we left with our khaki-colored uniforms and went on leave for about one week. The next stop 
was AIT. (Advanced Individual Training). Some soldiers put up with this life for 2 or 3 years. It was my life 
for 11 years. I would say; “Once a soldier, always a soldier.” I mean, it’s in you. 

All born-again believers are soldiers too. We belong to the LORD’s army. There are drill sergeants too. 
They are the ones who train us in God’s Word. They come in the form of College or Seminary Professors, 
pastors, rabbis, Sunday School teachers, and Torah Teachers. Their job is to train us up in God’s Word, to 
defend the faith, answer questions that might be asked us from unbelievers, or from other believers who might 
be less knowledgeable. 

We all have jobs to do in the LORD’s army. The Holy Spirit (Ruach HaKodesh) is the one who equips us 
with gifts, with spiritual gifts. With those, we fight against HaSatan, (The Deceiver, the Father of Lies, fallen 
Lucifer). We must remember that he too has an army. He has an army that is out to make us miserable, an 
army of demonic entities, invisible to our eyes, but visible in the spirit realm. 
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The truth of the matter is that Satan knows he has been defeated, yet he wants to take as many human beings 
to hell with him. He can’t touch a person who has been sealed by the Spirit of God, “HaRuach Elohim” our 
home is in Heaven, yet the enemy wants to make trouble, make us fall, hit us with fiery darts, tempt us with 
things in the areas where we are weak. 

Many of God’s soldiers are knocked out of the game, they give up. Maybe they didn’t pay attention to their 
training or their trainers didn’t train them good enough. Many try to fight the enemy in their own strength, 
which is pointless. It is like a mouse challenging an elephant to a fight. 

One thing we all have at our disposal is the help from Heavenly Hosts. Angels on high. Call upon them for 
help and they will come and help. Help is just a prayer away. 

Sometimes I can imagine our personal angels saying; “When is he (or she) going to ask me for help? ’m 
right here, all I need is a prayer for help and I’ll draw out my sword and “sock-it-to” the enemy.” 

Our two most powerful weapons are His WORD, his TORAH! Yet we must learn what is inside it. A closed 
Bible doesn’t do any good. Our other weapon is our prayer, our plead for help, for intervention. So, Let’s fight 
the good fight, finish the race, the enemy is already beaten and conquered, he just doesn’t realize it yet. 


,' ot Wd = 
July/2016 


_ = oO. Pe = oral ai 
Basic Training, Ft Dix, N.J. Summer 1972 Waiting for the troops 
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GETTING KICKED OUT OF MUSIC CLASS 


Pushing back the waves of time, I remember that this event happened way back during my tenure as a third- 
grade student. This would have been back in the early 60s, perhaps 1962 or 63. It was a time when life was a 
bit easier, with telephones connected to the wall via wires like they still should be. You didn’t have to worry 
about carrying them around in your pocket and taking a change that they might fall out and break or even 
being “picked” out be a thief. 

It was a time when you could call and speak to real people and not mechanical robotic answering machines. 
It was a time when didn’t cuss and use foul language in school, at least that wasn’t the case in the school that I 
attended back then. Kids did not rebel against their teachers, and if they were sent to the principal’s office for 
some minor mishap, they went on their own accord and didn’t have to be escorted by a police officer or an AP 
(assistant principal). 

It was a time when kids came to school neatly dressed, not in torn jeans and sandals claiming them to be “in 
fashion,” looking more like ragamuffins and vagabonds than students. My, my how times have changed. One 
thing that hasn’t changed is that teachers somehow have ‘hindsight’ with being able to see behind themselves, 
even when facing the blackboard (or whiteboard). They know what’s going on all around them. I guess that 
is part of being a teacher. 

Now it happened that we would have music about two or three times a week and our teacher, Ms. Comboy, 
would march us to the music room, then return to her classroom for an “off” period. The door of the music 
room would usually be open and we would walk inside and sit down in the chairs that were placed around the 
room, against the walls. There was a piano against the far wall opposite the door and next to the piano, a table 
with stacked songbooks. 

Now that day when we walked in, Ms. Betts, our music teacher was just finishing putting the songbooks on 
the chairs. She smiled at us and motioned for us to sit down. She went to the piano and sat down and told us 
the songs we would sing that day. Some of the songs that Ms. Betts would play on the piano were; ‘Billy, Magee, 
and MaGaw (a song about three crows that sat on a fence). Then there was; ‘Summer is passing by’ and, when 
the occasion was near, we always sang; ‘On a Wild Halloween.’ 

When we were all seated, we turned our songbooks to the songs that she had written on the blackboard and 
began to sing as Ms. Betts played the piano. Now on that day, I happened to be seated next to my friend; 
Jonathan Hyde. Well, something struck him as funny, so he started to laugh and giggle in a low voice. So, what 
do you think I did? Yes, I started to laugh and giggle too. Why? Just because he was laughing and giggling. 
You know how it goes. You don’t allow friends to laugh and giggle by themselves, you join them too. 

Then Jonathan started to open and shut his songbook really fast as if it was an opening and closing mouth. 
So, what did Ido? Yes, you guessed it, I started to do the same with my songbook. It wouldn’t be fair to let 
him do it by himself. Two are always better than one in certain activities. 

Now the rest of the class was busy singing and they weren’t paying us much attention while Ms. Betts 
continued playing the song on the piano. Now I ask you, do you think she saw us? After all, she was playing 
the piano and her eyes were on the piano keys. Well, of course, she saw us. She saw us with her third eye. 
Teachers see everything and then more. 

As Ms. Betts finished playing the song, she hit the last two notes with a bit more emotion than usual. Then 
she got up quickly from the piano bench, walked straight to where Jonathan and I were sitting and glared down 
at us like a hawk eyeing its prey. 

“Give me your books!” she ordered as she snatched the songbooks from our hands, “Now get out!” 

She just stood there with that ‘angry teacher look’ and had her left hand pointing to the door. Well, there 
we were, just looking up at her feeling a little embarrassed. She didn’t have to repeat herself as once was 
enough. Sheepishly, we got up and left the class. Once outside, we found ourselves in the deserted hallway 
since all students were in class busy with their studies. Only Jonathan Hyde and I, the goof-offs, we in the 
hallway alone. 

Now the big question was; ‘Where do we go?’ I mean, Ms. Betts didn’t say, “Get out and go to the office” 
she just said, “Get out!” Now just about then, Ms. Comboy came around the corner and saw us both just 
standing here outside the music room. 
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“Why are you two out of class?” she asked in a rather serious tone. Now since Jonathan was the one who 
started laughing, and now I was in trouble on account of him, well, I would let him answer Ms. Comboy’s 
question. 

“We got kicked out of class.” He responded quietly, not knowing what else to say. 

“Well, aren’t you supposed to go to the office?” replied our teacher, still with the ‘serious teacher’ look. 

“she just told us to get out. She didn’t tell us where to go, she just told us to get out.” Now I thought that 
was the best answer. I mean, that was the truth of the matter. Without a specific place to go, where could we 
go? 

“Well”, continued Ms. Comboy, “I think you two had better go to the office.” And with those words, our 
teacher left us standing there in the hall and went back to our third-grade classroom. Now we had someplace 
to go, so, we went to the office. 

“Can I help you?” smiled the school secretary. 

“We’re here to see Ms. Thrasher,” replied Jonathan, not knowing what to expect. Maybe a letter would be 
sent home to our parents, maybe a whipping, who knows? 

“Wait a minute” answered the school secretary, “just have a seat.” Then she disappeared into our school 
principal’s office. A few minutes later, Ms. Thrasher came out and invited us both into her office for a talk. 
We explained what happened and after a ten-minute tongue ‘thrashing’ and a small lecture on comportment, 
she sent us both back to class. 

No, we didn’t get our hides tanned, nor was a phone call made to our parents. We just went back to our 
classroom and nothing more was said about the incident. The next time we went to music class, Ms. Betts 
greeted us with smiles as if nothing happened. All was forgiven and forgotten. Now I can guarantee you 
something, I never sat next to Jonathan again in music class. He was still my friend though, as we were partners 
in a class presentation on ‘The Stone Age’ in 6" grade. We both got an “A” on the presentation by Mr. Silfee, 
our 6" grade Social Studies teacher. 

Now that was the first and last time I was ever sent to the office for misbehavior. I finished Elementary 
school, Jr. High, and High School without incidents. I even spent 11 years in the U.S. Army without receiving 
an Article-15 (non-judicial punishment for misbehavior). 

A similar event happened quite a few years prior to the music class episode. That event didn’t involve a 
student, rather the music director. He was in charge of the entire music ministry. He misbehaved (and that is 
a light way of putting it) and was not only kicked out of class, but out of the whole music ministry. Not only 
that, he was kicked out of school, like for good, forever, never to return. 

When did all this happen you might ask? It happened many thousands of years ago. Lucifer, the anointed 
Cherub lifted up his head in arrogant pride. He rebelled against Adonai his creator, and the LORD responded 
saying; 

“How you are fallen from heaven, O Lucifer, son of the morning! How you are cut down to the ground, you 
who weakened the nations! For you have said in your heart; ‘I will ascend into heaven, I will exalt my throne 
above the stars* of God; I will also sit on the mount of the congregation on the farthest sides of the north; I will 
ascend above the heights of the clouds, I will be like the Most High.’ Yet you shall be brought down to Sheol, to 
the lowest depths of the Pit.” * “stars” can also mean other angels. Tsaiah 14:12-15 

Lucifer, now called Satan, rebelled against God (the name “El” is used in this case for God in the original 
Hebrew) Satan not only took it upon himself to go against his Creator and LORD but enticed a third part of 
the angels of heaven to participate as well. They were ALL cast out of heaven to earth and are now known as 
‘demons’ or ‘unclean spirits.’ 

Satan and his fallen angels are beaten and conquered foes. The war was won at Calvary’s Cross, yet Satan 
continues to fight against believers and unbelievers alike. Satan is doomed to the fires of hell for all eternity 
and he wants plenty of company. Unbelievers are his own, but as far as believers are concerned, well, he wants 
to make our lives miserable, putting temptations and stumbling blocks in our path. He breaks up families and 
is the author of lies, sin, and destruction. 

The difference is that in our case, and I will use my friend Jonathan and myself as examples, we were 
forgiven and allowed to return to class. First, we had to realize that we did wrong. That was explained by Ms. 
Thrasher, our principal. After that, Ms. Betts forgave us and allowed us back into her class the next time we 
had music. The fault was put behind us and never mentioned again. We also had offended Ms. Comboy 
indirectly. Because we were in her class, we made her look bad. The same thing happens when believers do 
wrong things that offend others. It makes God look bad since we represent Him. 

Satan, on the other hand, was NOT forgiven for his rebellion and lost his place in the heavenlies. He will 
never be forgiven because he knew better. Forgiveness is available to all who repent and turn from their sinful 
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ways to our heavenly Father. Through Yeshua (Jesus) he will pardon our transgressions and give us a place in 
His kingdom. Don’t follow Satan unless you like the feeling of fire, heat, and eternal pain and suffering. Hell 
is a real place where real people will spend a real and very long eternity. 

Life and death are within your reach. Make the right choice, choose life through Messiah Yeshua, Jesus the 
Christ. 
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God Cales, An Anthology 
Poetry Section 


A tropical sunset reflects the beauty of creation, and the awesomeness of the Creator. 
“Royal de Cameron” Vacation resort, El Salvador July, 2016 
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AND YESHUA WEPT 


To see the daughter of Zion gone astray, so far from Torah's way, 
to see the tears of captive Zion, when she could have called out to Judah's lion. 
Does she not know that he came to set captives free, and open blind eyes to see? 


....and Yeshua wept. 


Oh Yerushalayim, who murdered the prophets who spoke of me, you had the 
Torah which pointed me out to thee. 


....and Yeshua wept. 

I AM who I AM, the Son of David of Bethlehem came, to open blind eyes and to 

heal the lame. To do these things only Messiah can. Wake up! Wake up! Oh Zion 
for 1 AM the Son of Man. 
..and Yeshua weeps 

for the stone-cold hearts and strange beliefs, for Messiah came once as foretold, 

by the holy prophets of old, as Adonai's sacrificial lamb, and will come again, as the 
Lion of Judah, to rule the land. 


...and Yeshua weeps 


Oh Israel, Oh Israel can't you see? Can't you see? I opened my arms with love, on 
Calvary's tree, to receive all of you unto me. 


...and Yeshua still weeps 


for those who still have hearts of stone, for those who reject him still, 
for all eternity will live alone, unto outer darkness they will be cast, 
condemnation for Jew and Gentile alike, and forever it will last. 


So, come all ye people come, to Judah's Messiah, time is short, so ye had better run. 
Run to the cross on Calvary's hill, to He who gave his life, whose blood he did spill. 
He bled for you and for me, to save our souls, from sin to make us free. 
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ONE CROSS, ONE GOD, ONE WAY 


The Way of the cross is God's only way, to save a lost sinner from sin's eternal fate. 
The Passover lamb, God's perfect plan, to pay the debt of sin when God became man. 


One Cross, One God, One Way. 


Messiah Yeshua, his cross he did bare, His cross was our cross, for our sins to us were 
a snare. 


One Cross, One God, One Way. 
The One God dressed as man, the One God who is *Echad I AM, who came to Israel's 


land, to become the Passover lamb, who was, is and will be, who took us from the land 
of *Nod, to set us free. 


*Echad = “ch” pronounced as “h” meaning “unity of ONE” “Tri-Unity” “Elohim” 
*Nod = Wandering without direction, aimlessly, the “way of Cain”. 


YESHUA BEN DAVID 


There was a man named Yeshua Ben David, sent by Heaven, to set free captive souls, 
to redeem you and me, to take our stripes, and die upon a tree. 


There was a man named Yeshua Ben David 


A man he was, and God He is, and forever will He be, our LORD, our Savior, our 
Messiah, from the curse of sin He set us free. 


There was a man named Yeshua Ben David 


who guides us all in Torah's way, whose glory to gaze on we will someday, who took 
from us, sin's great weight. 


There is a man named Yeshua Ben David 


who was, is, and always will be, KING of kings, and LORD of lords, a man, our God 
forever more. 


IT ALL HAPPENED IN THE GARDEN 
(part 1) 


It all happened in the garden, I know, because I was there. 


We were both very happy, the man and I, in the midst of God's perfect garden, 
until against Him, did we both defy. 
A perfect environment, a gift to us from above, a lovely home, God's gift of love. 
Then it happened, the enemy came, deceived me he did, to me he laid claim. 


It all happened in the garden, I know, because I was there. 


From God's forbidden tree I did eat, and so I gave also to my man, 
through the serpent's subtle deceit. 
Cast us both, God did, from His perfect garden bliss, to make our home elsewhere 
and this paradise now lost, from the depth of our souls, we so do miss. 


It all happened in the garden, I know, because I was there. 


And now in pain, to children I give birth, 
and thus because of sin, we are all under the curse. 
But God's redemption we will see, for it is part of His perfect plan, 
to set our souls free, by His perfect Lamb. 
And God's perfect Lamb will thus crush the serpent's head, 
to make an end of the curse of sin, 
his blood without blemish, He thus will shed. 


And it all happened in the garden, I know, because we were ALL there. 


Eve 
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IT ALL HAPPENED IN THE GARDEN, 
Part 2 (Prose) 


It all happened in the garden, I know because I was there. 


It was dark, very late at night, and we had received the orders, to go after the leader, 
the leader that presumed himself better than Moses, better than our father Abraham, 
he had to be stopped. He would be stopped, there, in the garden. 


And it all happened in the garden, I know because I was there. 


I was with the Roman soldiers, we entered the garden, torches in hand, rope, and 
chain, ready to pounce on our prey, there, in the garden. 

He had a group of 12 which followed him around, one was with us, he would point 
him out, he received his wages, 30 pieces of silver, we counted out into his hand. 
The man went forward, went straight to his master, their leader, he embraced him 

kissed him on the cheek, and I heard him say “raboni”. 


And it all happened in the garden, I know because I was there. 


The soldiers went forth, with outstretched hands, to take hold of this leader whose 
followers called “Yeshua”. 

His followers ran, scattered, and out of the garden they all fled, except for one, 
And the one that remained, a wild one he was. With sword in hand, he sprang to life. 
Before I knew it, he was upon me. With all fury, with all wrath, eyes blazing with fire. 
I tried to avoid him to get out of his way, but too late, with his sword he swung at me. 


And it all happened in the garden, I know, because I was there. 


I felt a sharp pain, a burning sensation. The side of my head was wet, wet 
with blood, my blood. 
I put my hand to the side of my face, and my ear was no longer there, only a small 
hole, and pieces of bone, blood, and pain. 
But then he came, their leader, their master, their “raboni,” he came near to me, 
He knelt down beside me and looked me in the eyes, with a look of love, of compassion, 
of peace. 
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And it all happened in the garden, I know, because I was there. 


He then lifted his hand, and put it to the side of my face, then spoke softly to me, 
these words which I will forever remember; 
“Peace, be healed” 
His touch was light, ever so light, and then the pain was gone, the blood stopped 
flowing, he took his hand away, and my ear was made whole again. 


And it all happened in the garden, I know because I was there. 


| just sat there on the ground, there in the garden, I watched as the soldiers bound 
him and took him away, with his followers gone, the wild one too, only I remained. 

Alone I remained in the garden, on that memorable Passover night. 

I thought, and I thought 
who, but the Messiah, could heal such a wound, to make flesh whole again? 

I finally got up and left the garden, returned to my master the High Priest. 

Should I tell him what happened this night? there in the garden? how I was attacked, 
wounded, then healed? Would he believe me? But I know it to be true, because 


It all happened in the garden, and in the garden, I was healed. 


Malchus 
Servant to the High Priest, Caiaphas 


AN ODE TO CAIN 


Ason of Adam, a fallen man, 
conceived in sin, cast from the land 


All hope lost, a mark to bare, 
for a murderous deed, is God really fair? 


The land of Nod, before him lies 
to wander the earth, will God hear his cries? 


Oh, son of Adam, if to God thou will turn 
Salvation is yours, tis better than to burn 


To all ye rebels, who against God choose to be 
He showed you his love, His sacrifice Lamb 
has set you free 


If you will only turn from your sinful ways 
God's wrath will be stilled, and at your feet 
salvation will lay 


For Yeshua is Salvation revealed, for his Holy 
Arm is not concealed. 
On Calvary's tree, He gave up his life, to set 
men free. 


The Passover Lamb, His blood did he shed 
For all of our sins, he willingly bled. 


To die without Christ is death eternal for all. 
For all like Cain, without God, without hope, 
the fires of Hell will be their final call. 


And for all eternity, all will suffer eternal grief, 
And there will be wailing, crying, and 
gnashing of teeth. 


Page | 156 


Page | 157 


I WAS TO BE A KING (Exodus 12:29) 


I WAS TO BE A KING 


A king that would have governed the Upper and Lower Nile, 
A pharaoh of Great Egypt, a mighty and powerful king indeed. 


I WAS TO BE A KING 


Yet the children of Israel did lift up their voices, and to their God 
they did sing, a song of salvation, to be free of Egypt's bonds, a song 
of ransom did ring. 


I WAS TO BE A KING 


and their God did strike a mighty blow, and to mighty Egypt he 
did show, that the gods of the Nile would meet their woe. 

For Ra is no more, and Osiris false, and the power of Amun for 
naught, Anubis is dead, and Bastet powerless to fight, and Hathor 
ruleth not the night. Ptah is but a memory, and just falsity is Set. 

For they were all brought down by the plagues of ten. 
Moses lifted up his staff, and pestilence did he send, by the great IAM. 


I WAS TO BE A KING 


In my father's stead, a would rule, when he would enter the world of the dead. 
Yet I was taken, and my years were but three, when the Angel of Death 
did visit the first born of Egypt indeed. 
My father did indeed set Israel free, yet pursued them in folly, for he 
and his army were swallowed up by the sea. 


I WAS TO BE A KING 


Yet now I worship the KING most high, the Great I AM, El Elyon, Adonai, 
the Great and only God, El Shaddai. 
The one who was, is, and always will be, is KING indeed. 
He is King and ruler of all, for all creation, into life, by his words did he call. 
For my eternal home is now in His kingdom, and fellowship with Him do I 
have forever more. 
For eternity with Him is mine to behold, together with the angels and the saints 
of old. 
Now, my knees I do bow, before my mighty King, and Psalms of praises to 
Him, forever, I will sing. 


First born Son of Pharaoh 
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TWO TREES, TWO SEAS 


(poetry and prose) 


There were two trees, created by God, created and placed in a garden so long, long, ago. 
These two trees, to Adam and Eve, did God indeed show. 

One was forbidden, and one was to give life, yet through disobedience, Adam and Eve, chose 
The wrong tree, and from that tree they did indeed eat, bringing forth to the world sin and strife. 
Accursed were they, from eating from the forbidden tree, and from their garden home, they had 

To flee. 


But there is the other tree, the tree of Life, and from that tree will come the end of sin and strife. 
For on a cross of wood, was Messiah nailed, and some would say, that the crossbeam of wood, was 
Nailed to a tree, a tree on top of Calvary. So, the tree of death became the Tree of Life, and eternal 
Life is indeed bestowed, to all who wish to leave behind sin and strife, through the sacrifice of life, 
Of Messiah Yeshua, who gave his up, for all to give eternal life. 


There are two seas, one that is a sea of death, the other a sea of life. Both created and placed in the 
Land of Zion, so long, long ago. One is called “Yam Galil” the Sea of Galilee, the Sea where Yeshua 
walked and nearby to the people He did talk. The sea where Peter fished, whose life was changed, 
who became a fisher of men. This sea is alive, it gives life, and in it, life strives, as it receives its 
Waters from the River Jordan, and gives its waters to the Sea of Salt. 


Yet the Sea of Salt is a sea of death, as it has no outlet. It only receives and gives life not. Nota fish 
swims in the Sea of Death. Tis a reminder of the days of Sodom and Gomorra, the cities of sin. 
God rained down fire and brimstone upon these two cities, and these waters, 
which might have been, at one time alive, now lay dead. 
Tis a sea of salt, of minerals, yet void of life. 


We are alive, when we receive and then give, receive and give again. Blessings received should be 

Be blessings given, to whom that receives is expected to others give in return. Tis better to be like 

The Sea of Galilee, then to be like the Dead Sea. Two seas, one of death one of life. Only you can 
Choose how you will live your life. 


Sunrise on the Sea of Galilee at Tiberias. July/2015 
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WE WERE PRIESTS OF THE MOST HIGH 


We were priests of the Most High God, Sons of Aaron we were, and serve in the 
Tabernacle was to be our lot. 
Ready we were to serve our LORD God and King, yet folly was found in us 
Because of strong drink. 
We erred the both of us my brother and I, and so before our LORD and God, 
We both did die. 


We were priests of the Most High God, yet folly would be our unfortunate lot, 
We thought we could offer some fire to God. 
Yet the fire we offered to God was strange, and alas, twas too late for our 
minds to change. 
From the Brazen Altar, the fire we took not, 
and a fiery judgment would be our lot. 


For consuming fire came forth from the presence of El] Shaddai, and our bodies 
It did consume, and twas thus our fate to die. 
But in the presence, we are now, with our God, our LORD, and our trespass 
He did forgive. Eternal life is now our reward. 
Now we praise, honor, and glorify His Holy Name, and for all eternity we will 
serve ADONAI 


Nadab and Abihu, Sons of Aaron 
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TWO POEMS FOR HANUKKAH 


PRAISING AND MAGNIFYING OUR GOD AND KING 


Let’s praise, magnify, and glorify our God, our King. Praises to His name on our lips do we sing. 
He is Eloheinu, Malcheinu, for whom the Hammer of Judah struck a mighty blow. 


Oh, let us sing all due praises and haleluyot to our king, for the sons of Mattathias have vanquished Israel’s 
foe, for Antiochus Epiphanes is now no more, the Hammer of the Maccabees has struck his mighty blow. 


Let us glorify, magnify, and praise Adonai, and may His holy Name be exalted on high. 
To the Hammer of Judah, he has given the victory cry. 


The teeth of Antiochus have been broken, and the strength of his army thus crushed, but not by human might 
nor by human power, but by my spirit saith the LORD of Hosts. 


For the enemy has been driven out of the land by the LORD God of Israel, by His mighty hand. 
So, let us go forth and rededicate once more, the temple of Yerushalayim to our God, our LORD. 


Draw nigh, oh ye sons of Israel, oh ye priests of the Most High, bring forth water from Siloam, to wash clean 
and purify, and cleanse the temple from the blood of swine. 


Cast down the pagan god, throw it out of thy dwelling, ground it into dust, 
for a snare unto thy people it shall be not. 


Let your house by a house of worship once more, and a house of prayer for evermore. 
Oh, come ye sons of Israel, come nigh unto thy LORD, come ye nigh, ye sons of Levi, sons of Aaron 
and worship the LORD of Hosts. 


Go forth and gather the olives of the land, crush them and make holy oil to light the menorah that now stands. 
Rejoice once again ye daughters of Zion, and praise the Holy name of Adonai, the lamps now lit are for all to 
see. Come ye that are far, come nigh and see the light of Yeshua, for your salvation is here. 


Come and gaze upon the eternal light of Elohim, for He shall open your eyes to see and your ears to hear. Come 
and dedicate the temple of your bodies to worship Him who is for evermore. 
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TWAS THE FIRST NIGHT OF HANUKKAH 


Twas the first night of Hanukkah, when all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. 
The menorah was placed in the window with care, in hopes that our evening visitor would soon be here. 
Mama in her kerchief, and I in my Yarmulke, had just settled down for the 8 nights of Hanukkah. 
When up on the roof top there arose such a clatter, that I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter. 
I rushed out the door and went outside, and looked up at the rooftop to behold an amazing sight. 
For up on the roof top, my gazing eyes did see, was a gallant black stallion and its rider, Judah the Maccabee. 


He got down from his horse and looked all around, his eyes met mine and shouted, “I'm Jerusalem bound!” 
I thought for a moment, of what I could say, and finally replied; 


“Yo Judah, welcome to da Hood! you're in the US of A.” 
Then Judah looked down and said, “I know I’m Jerusalem bound, but I would still like to have a look-around” 
“Yo, Bro” I replied with my voice a little low, “You come down and have a look around and you’ll be wishing 
you had landed in some other part of town, cuz youz in my hood bro! This place aint the safest place in town. 
but we've been expecting you any way, come down from the roof and just follow me this way!” 

“Might as well” sighed Judah as he dismounted his horse, “but I can't stay long, got to get back on course” 
So, Judah jumped down from the roof with a bound, but not empty handed, and that was a fact, for on his back 
he bore a large, heavy sack. He entered our house, and went straight to the kitchen, put his sack down next to 


a defrosting chicken. He took from his sack, and put on the table, all sorts of treats, as quick as he was able. 


Latkes, apple sauce, sour cream, and bagels, lox and cream cheese he arranged on the table. He even put out 
some Hamantashens too. 


“Hamantashens?” I asked, “On Hanukkah?” 
“Well, I can always give them to someone else.” Replied Judah with a sigh. 
“That’s OK”, I replied, “Ill have them with coffee at morning’s first light.” 


To be sure this was one night we would never forget, the kindness of Judah who kept us well fed. 
With the sack now empty, he climbed back to the roof, he jumped on his horse and rode out of sight, saying; 


“Happy Hanukkah to all, and to all a good night.” 
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IN THE AUTUMN OF 72 
(prose) 


It was in the Autumn of 72 that we met. Her name was Tina. She became my girlfriend. 
We were boyfriend and girlfriend for a week, but only for a week, 
Way back in the Autumn of 72. 


My Army buddy and I went on leave. We went to his place somewhere in Vermont. 
He had a girlfriend, she was 16. Her sister was Tina, she was 14. 
My Army buddy and I, well, we were both 18. 
Way back in the Autumn of 72. 


So, Tina and I, we became girlfriend and boyfriend, for a week, but only for a week. 
We walked together, talked together, hand in hand, we kissed, we hugged, 
We lay down in the grass together, we looked up at the clouds together 
by and old rock quarry which became a small lake. 
She was my girlfriend, I was her boyfriend, but only for a week, 
Way back in the Autumn of 72. 


Tina talked about school, I talked about the Army. She said her friends were jealous 
that she had a soldier boyfriend. 
I helped her with a writing assignment. She got an “A”. Her teacher said to her; 
“Tina, these just aren’t your words.” 
“T got some help from a friend” Tina replied. 
She wrote a good composition with my help, 
Way back in the Autumn of 72. 


The week went by and it was time to go back to our Army base, we said our goodbyes 
my buddy to his girlfriend, and me to my girlfriend Tina. 
I got a package in the mail, it was from Tina. She sent me a box of brownies she had made. 
In the box was a letter from her. She told me the gossip of the town, of who got 
pregnant from who, and that everyone was talking about Tina and her boyfriend. 
No, you can’t hide things in a small town, and it all happened 
way back in the Autumn of 72. 


Now, Tina is a memory, a memory of a time that went by, where two young 
teens found each other, spent time together for a week, but only for a week 
way back in the Autumn of 72. 


There’s a friend who will be your friend for more than just a week. 
His friendship goes way beyond a boyfriend and girlfriend relationship. 
He’s a friend who will never let you down. He’ll be your friend for life. 
He was Abraham’s friend, but he wants to be more than just a friend. 
He wants to be your Savior, Redeemer, and LORD. 
His name is Yeshua HaMashiach, Jesus the Christ, 
KING of kings, and LORD of lords. 
Will he be your friend, Savior, and LORD? 
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FISHER’S HOUSE 
(prose) 


It was Fisher’s House, everyone knew it by that name, way, way, back in the woods. 
It was by a lake, and you can guess the name of the lake; “Fisher’s Lake” 


It was Fisher’s House, a big, yellow Stucco house, abandoned, forlorn, forgotten by 
time and man, way, way back in the woods, but kind of near where me and Burt lived. 


It was a place of memories one could imagine, of times gone by, if only the walls could 
talk, the stories they could tell. 


Fisher’s family must have lived there once, way back in the 1930s. Scattered upon the 
Old wooden floors were pages of the ‘Saturday Evening Post’ 1933, and 1934. 


My high school friend and classmate, Burt and I, well, we slept overnight at Fisher’s 
House, way, way back in the woods. We took our sleeping bags and some magic markers 
and went up the creaking stairs to the second floor. 


The kids at school said it was haunted, that old man Fisher’s ghost roamed the house 
at night, for whatever reason ghosts haunt places. 


Burt and I settled down to sleep in our sleeping bags. Burt took out his transistor radio 
and we listened to a song; ‘Chika-boom, Chika-boom’ on a local station. So far, so good. 
Fisher’s ghost hadn’t come up stairs to scare us. 


We did hear some scurrying noises downstairs, the sound of mice and rats running 
through the abandoned rooms of Fisher’s House, which was way, way, back in the woods. 


Morning came and Fisher’s ghost never appeared. We went downstairs and took out 
our magic markers and wrote our names on the old walls, well, we had to leave 
our mark, you know the way young teens were back in the late 60s. Iam sure you 
were once a teen. 


I mean, no one lived there anymore, at least not since 1934. Fisher’s House was abandoned, 
abandoned by time and man, surrounded by the weeds and trees of the woods. 
Who would care what was written on the walls anyway? We put our markers away 
and headed back to our homes. 


We left behind Fisher’s House, never to return. No ghost, no life, only memories 
of times gone by. 


There’s a place called ‘God’s House’ which is everywhere. Where there are two or 
more believers united in HIS name, HE will be in the midst. 
May God’s House always be full of life, and never abandoned and forgotten. 


May it always live with worshippers and students of HIS Holy Word. May God’s House 
always boast of memories past, present, and future. 


May HIS House always be active, alive, and full of love and joy, with the love of families 
and friends that get together to worship and study, to praise the name of Adonai. 
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AN ODE TO MEHITABLE FISHER 


I was the loving daughter of my father and mother, Samuel and Meletiah Fisher. 
In a time of peace, I was born, born into love, amidst loving arms, amidst a warm hearth 


I listened to the soft voice of my mother singing lullabies into my ears. 
I sucked at her breasts, her warm milk nourishing my tiny self. 


My father would hold me next to his face, his beard would tickle my tender cheeks. 
His voice was stern, yet love emanated from the depth of his soul. 


My cradle of was wood, with cloth and hay for on which to lie myself to sleep 
In our humble home I heard the bark of a dog, the meow of a cat. 
All the sounds of our home echoed love in my ears. 


And it came to pass that my head grew hot and my body trembled, for a reason I knew not. 
My father and mother did what they could, to calm my trembling body. 
Rags of cold water they put on my head, but all for naught. 


They wept and lifted up their voices to God on high. 
“Oh God,” they cried, “Let not our precious daughter die!” 
“Let not her sojourn be so brief” 


But brief it was, as I closed my eyes for one last time in my mother’s arms. 
When I opened them again, I was in Heaven’s bliss with angels carrying me to 
my Father’s open arms. 


Into my Father’s arms I was carried, My Father on High, My father who 
reigns for evermore. 


“Blessed be ye my little child,” said He, “though thy life was brief on earth, 
Heaven is now your home.” 


Mehitable Fisher 


Born March 4", 1678. Died the same year. 
Daughter of Samuel and Meletiah Fisher 
Part of the author’s family tree of ancestors 
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Final Reflections 
Photos and Tusights 


Morning sunrise on the Gulf of Mexico. June/2014 
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A PATH TO FOLLOW 


bas 


Author’s wife walking a nature trail along “Bluewater Parkway” between Surfside and Galveston, TX. May, 2014 


Life is made up of paths. There are many paths that we must walk in our life. One thing that we must do is 
look for sign posts on the paths of life. Sign posts like; “Guided by the Spirit of the LORD”, “The Bible way”, 
or the “Way of the Torah,” or “Yeshua (Jesus) leads”. we must let the WORD of God be our guide in taking 
turns on different roads. Being finite beings, we have no way of knowing how the road will end. we can be sure 
though, that we will encounter sharp rocks, pebbles that get into our walking shoes, gnats and mosquitos that 
will get into our faces, 


Yet have no fear, keep on walking as long as the Spirit of God is leading you on that path. Just as the Children 
of Israel were guided by Elohim by his Holy Cloud by day and by his Holy Fire by uight. Allow his “All-Consuming 
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Fire” to guide you on the way. Yeshua (Jesus) walked the paths before we did. Let’s walk “His way.” After 
all, ne did say; “I am the way, the Truth, and the Life. No one comes to the Father but by we.” (John 14:G@). 


There will be one path that will lead +o death. we must all walk that path. But have no fear, the Path of 
Death is but the entrance to eternal life. we will leave the “finite” world to embrace the “infinite” world. That 
world has a path with no end. Rejoice in the fact that we are children of the KING of kings and LORD of lords. 
So keep on the path, stay the course, and in the end, you will reap the KING’s rewards. 
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GETTING ALL SQUARED-AWAY 


Author’s wife stops along Surfside’s fishing walkway to pause and reflect on things. Surfside, TX. May/2014 


If you have ever been in the Army, you might have heard the expression; “getting all squared-away”. The 
sergeants might have told you; “Hey soldier, get yourself squared-away.” This meant to get yourself in order, 
+o get things organized. You can always tell a military veteran because a vet still uses that phrase. 


Lf you notice, a square, or in the scene above, rectangles, all have 40-degree angles. There is something 
organized about these geometric shapes. In Hebrew “gematria” the number 4 symbolizes “Truth”. Gematria 
is the value of each Hebrew letter, and when words are formed, the words sum up to different values. At 
times, we just take the numbers at face value. 


The word “Truth” in Hebrew is “Emet” and it has the value of 441. when we add 4+4-+1, we get 4. One of 
Yeshua’s titles is “The Truth”. This comes from John 14:6; “I AM the way, the Truth, and the Life.” 


Now let’s imagine our life divided up into sections, into episodes, or into “squares”. The question is, “Is Yeshua 
(Jesus) in each corner of our life?” If Yeshua is “4”, is HE part of the episodes of our life? we have the 
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episodes, or “squares” of childhood, of adolescence, of young-adulthood, of adulthood, of education, of careers, of 
marriage, of senior-hood or the “golden years”, and finally, the square that leads to death. 


I+ is important to include the LORD in every episode of our life. Make HIM a part of all of life’s “squares”. 
As one can see in the scene above, there are many squares or “rectangles” that must be walked before getting 
to the end. To live life to the fullest, make sure you include Messiah Yeshua (Jesus the Christ) in ALL of life’s 
different episodes. 
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MOONLIGHT 


A mid-summer’s night moon above the Gulf of Mexico. July, 2014 


“And Elohim made two great lights: the greater light to rule the day, and the lesser light to rule the night, 
and the stars. And Elohim placed them in the expanse of the Heavens to give light on the earth” 
Genesis 11GAF 


Everyone talks about “moonlight” and doing things “by the light of the moon.” while in fact, the moon has vo 
actual light of its own, rather the moon reflects the light of the sun. Sometimes, we see the moon very bright, 
while at times, it seems to be a bit dim. when it’s bright, there is hardly any interference, hardly any 
atmospheric hindrances. Yet when it is dim, there are probably impurities in the atmosphere that are blocking 
the “moonlight” 
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As believers in Messiah Yeshua (Jesus the Christ) we have uo light of our own, but we reflect the light of the 
“Son”. Yeshua said; “Ye are the light of the world.” (Matthew 5:14). Yet if our light is dim, it means that 
+here is some interference, some spiritual obstacles that are preventing “His” light +o shine through us. 


Every born-again believer needs to do some inner soul-searching, to root out and put out any hindrance, any 
interference that might ve the cause of our light to be shining dimly. May our light, or rather “His” light 
always shine brightly in our lives. 
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SUNSET 


The setting of the sun after a hot summer day along the Texas coast. Near Surfside, TX July/2014 


Sunsets are lovely to watch. Many times, couples sit outside on lawns or on front porches to watch the sun go 
down in the west. This pic was taken on a camping trip along the Bluewater Parkway quite a few summers 
ADO. 


All the days in our lives see sunsets and sunrises, yet there will ve a time when the sun will set for a final time 
in our lives. We must all be prepared for that final sunset. I+ is time to review our lives and see if we have 
lived +o glorify our creator. A day which has gone can not return. What we have done in that day becomes 
history. All we can look forward to is the next day. 


If we live each day as unto the LORD, then we will have no regrets. when that final sunset comes into being, 
we will be able +o awake +o the voice of the LORD saying; “Well done my faithful servant, enter into the joy of 
thy LORD!” 


